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HOW  dull  and  cheerlefi  are  my  Days, 
Who  liv'e  depriv'd  of  S%ht  ! 
To  me  the  Sun's  Meridian  Blaze 

Is  gloomy  as  the  Night. 
Fix'd  in  my  Chair,  inpenfive  Mood 

The  tedious  Hours  I  wear  ; 
A  thoufand  anxious  Thoughts  intrude, 

Fore-runners  of  Defpair. 
Then  up  I  rouze,  fome  friendly  Hand 

Direfting  my  dark  way, 
Which  feems  like  Egypt's  punim'd  Land, 

When  Heav'n  with-held  the  Day. 
The  Seafons,  that  with  various  Dye 

Diverfify  the  Year, 
AU  blank  to  my  extingui/Vd  Eye, 

In  Darknefs  diferpear, 

Where  is  the  Bloom  of  vernal  Flow'rs  ? 

The  Lilly  and  the  Rofe 
No  more  /hall  greet  my  vifual  Pow'rs, 

Nor  their  gay  Drefs  difclofe. 
The  Groves  in  youthful  Green  array 'd. 

That  tremble  in  the  Breeze  j 
The  Sun-Beams  glancing  thro'  the  Shade, 

Of  intermingling  Trees  : 
The  Streams  below,  the  Clouds  on  high, 

By  wafting  Winds  impell'd  ; 
No  more  mall  pleafe  my  wondring  Eye, 

(So  oft-  with  Jcy  beheld.) 
The  Spheres  that  circle  round  the  Pole, 
The  Moon  and  Starry  Train, 


Thefe  darkned  Orbs  which  idly  roll, 

EfTay  to  find  in  vain. 
I  darkling  roam  from  Place  to  Place, 

Still  fearful  where  to  tread  j 
While  trembling  in  my  feeble  Pace,. 

A  thoufand  Harms  I  dread. 
Yet  are  thefe  ftill-enduring  Shades 

But  half  the  Grief  I  know  ; 
For  Want  my  humble  Houfe  invades, 

And  threats  withiafting  Woe. 
My  faithful  Wife,  and  Infant  Train, 

Thefe  raife  my  frequent  Sigh  5 
While  they  of  num'rous  Ills  complain, 

And  no  Relief  is  nigh. 
This  prompts  me  to  reveal  my  Care, 

To  Minds  where  Pity  fwayj  j 
Whofe  Charity  can  ehace  Defpair, 

And  the  afflicted  raife. 
That  Providence,  divinely  wifr, 

Which  veils  my  Orbs  with  Night, 
Will  fure,  without  the  Aid  of  Eyes, 

Direct  my  Footfleps  right. 
O  lead  me  to  the  friendiy  Gate, 

Where  human  Souls  are  found! 
Who  love  to  eafe  the  Ills  of  Fate, 

And  heal  where  Sorrows  wound. 
Such  virtuous  Minds,  a  fure  Reward, 

In  heavenly  Realms  mail  find  ; 
Who  thus  the  fighing  Poor  regard, 

The  Helplefs  and  the  Blind. 
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a   BLIND     B  O  Y.     A  Son  g. 

From  a  printed  Copy,  correcled  in  the  Words  and  Notes  ;  by  Mr  Stanley  htm/elf. 


gij^ff]%fF#^y^^^^: 


O       fay,     What        is      that   ,    thing     call'd  light,         which  I" 


ne'er      en joy  ?       What  is        the  bleffing 


the 


iJ^^i^fe^^^^F^^ 


fight  ?0     tell 


tell      your         poor         blind 


boy. 


Ilplpigli 


m    ;  t& 


s 
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You  talk  of  wond'rous  things  you  f\ej 
You  fay  the  fun  fliines  bright, 

I  feel  it  warm,  but  how  can  he 
Then  make  it  day  or  night  ? 

My  day  or  night  myfelf  I  make, 
When  e'er  I'fleep  or  play, 

And  cou'd  I  ever  keep  awake, 
It  wou'd  be  always  day. 


With  heavy  fighs  I  often  hear, 
You  mourn  my  hopelefs  woe  ; 

But  fure  with  patience  1  may  bear 
A  lefi  I  ne'er  can  know. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have, 
My  chear  of  mind  deftroy  ; 

Whilft  thus  I  fing  I  am  a  king, 
Altho'  a  poor  blind  boy. 
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Poetry. 


Sad  deftiny  !  O  !  I»t  me  plaintive  pour 
OVr    the  unopcn'd   bud   an   unrclr-.fhing 
fhower. 

To  yonder  hills,  which  bound  the  fight, 
Where  blufhing  eve  diffulves  in  night, 
To  the  wild  heath,  o'er  which  the  gale 

Bleak    wafts     each    fwett    pcrfamc     of 
Spring, 
And  to  the  weed-grown  briary  vale 

Sorrowing  the  parting  lay  I  Cng  ; 
'  Sweet  flowers  of  Spring,  enlivening  day, 
Mature'*  unfolding  charms  fleet  f aft  away.' 

At  morn  I've  view'd  the  glimmering  light 
Break  from  the  call,  and  chafe  the  light ; 
ray'd  amid  the  frofly  dewi 
U  iiile  foarin^  lark«  fhxill  chanting  rife, 
Ai.d  mark'd  the  thouland  varying  hues 
That  ftrcak  the  glowing  morning  fkies. 
'  Sweet  air  1  (  Spring,  enlivening  day, 
Nature's  unfolding  charms  fleet  fail  away.' 


No  daT.cd  lawni  fhall  greet  n.y  eye, 

Kclu^t  Jilt  fn.ru  their  fweetf  1  ll)  ; 

No  more,  wild  wandering  o'er  the  plains, 

[  fhare  each  innocent  del-, 
The  tinkling  fluck-,  the  wootiiand  flrain', 

The  rural  dance  110  more  invite. 
Sad  deftiny  !  O  !  let  mc  plaintive  pour 
O'er   the   unopcn'd    bud    an   unrcficfhing 
fhower. 

THE  OWD  AND  PARROT. 

BY    VI  I  EI    I'JNDAE,  . 

AN  Owl  fell  dcfjj'ratcly  in  love,  poor 
foul! 
Sighing  and  hooting  in  his  lonely  hole — 
A  I'arrot  the  dear  objed  ■  ■:  BM  vtiftics, 
Who   in  her  (Jr.     I  the  loaves  and 

fiflica, 
In  fhort,   l.aJ  all    fbe  wanted — meat   and 

drink, 
"Wafhingand  lodging — full  enough,  I  think. 

'Squire  Owl  molt  mufically  tells  his  talc  ; 
1  Lis  oaths,  his  fqucczts,  kiflc.-,  Ggh>,  prevail  : 
I'oll  cannot  bear,  poor  heart,  to  hear  him 

grieve ; 
So  opes   her  cage  without   a  "  Bj  jour 

uai't  ; 
Are  married,  go  to  bed  with  raptur'd  face«, 
Rich w 01  ds, and  fo.fm  th — ufual  in  luch  1 

A  day  or  two  pafs'd  amoroufly  fwtct  ; 
Love,  kitting,  cooing,  hilling,  all  their  meat  : 
At  length  they  botli  felt  hungry — "  \\  list's 

for  dinner  .' 
"  Pray  what  have   we  to  cat,  my  dear  :"' 

quoth  Poll. — 
"  Nothing!  by  all  mv  wifdom,"  anfwcr'J 

"  Owl ; 
"  I  never  thought  of  that,  as  I'm  a  Cn- 

"  ner; 


"  But, Poll. rn  foTcthingl  A»llputmrpat»~ 
"  What  fay 'ft  thou,  Deary,  toadifh  of  ral 

"Rats,  MiflerOwl:   dye  think  tl  at  I'll 

eat  rats  ? 
"  Eat  them   yourfclf,  or  giv«  them  to  the 

"  cat!,"' 
Whines  the  poor   Bride,   now  burAing 

into  r  an. — 
"  Well,  Polly,   would  yuu  rather   dine  on 

"  tntufr  ? 
"  I'll  catch  a  few,  if  any  in  the  houfc  ; 
"  Thou  fhalt  not  ftarvr,  Love,  fo  d.fpel 

"  thy  fears." 

'•   I  won't  cat  rats— I    won't   tat  pake — I 

'■  v  . 
'•  Don't   tell   me   of  1  vermis — 

"   dol.  t  : 
■  O  thai  within   my  cage  I  had  Ll- 
■  ried  !" 
"  Polly,"  quoth  Owl,  "  I  am  forry,  I  de- 

"  dare, 
*  So  delicate,  you  rclifli  not  our  fire— 
'•  You  fhouiu  .  :  ii  thai  . 

"  you  Hiurrird.'' 

This  fable  aptly  alfo  will  apptf 
'1  o  Frenchmen — 
how  !  v. .' 

The  French  are  changeful  fellows,  all  muft 
grant; 

■  •»— but,  ah!    changitg  for  the 
•    rfc  : 
Poor  igno  rants,  fcarce  knowipg  what  they 
want ; 
Bart 'ring  too  often  blcflings  for  a  cvifr. 

All  good,  in  one  word,  Novelty,  the;. 
So  :  in  them  is  of  change  the 

leaves: 
A  Frenchman's  flutt'rirg   foul  would  feel 

E'en  midft  the  blcGcd  cor.flancy  of  lita- 
J  Hi:  EI. 1ND  Bl  COAK. 

BY    Tl.t    5AML. 

WTicoMt,  thou   Min  of  Sarrowr,  te 
my  door  ! 
A  willing  balai  thy  wounded  heart  I 
find ; 
And  lo.thy  guiding  Dog  my  cart  implorrt ! 
(J  hafle,   and  fheltcr   from  th'  ui.iceling 
■  ind. 
Ala*!  fhall  Mis'ry  ftek  my  cot  with  Gghs, 
And  humbly  fuefor  pittoat alms my  ear; 

.appointed  go  with  lifted  q 
And  on  my  thrtflioU   1c.  aid- 

ing tear  ? 

Thou  boweft  for  the  pity  I  be  flow  : 

Bend  not  to  me,  bccM       '     -Jrn  dif- 
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I  am  thy  debtor— much  to  thee  I  owe; 
For  learn— the  gceateft     blefling   is   to 

blefs. 

Thy  hoary  locks,  and  wan  an  J  pallid  cheek, 
And  quiv'ring  lip,  to  fancy  feem  to  fay, 
"  A  more   than  common  Beggar  we  be- 
speak; 
«  A  farm  that  once  has  known  a  happier 
"  day." 

Thy  fightlefs  orbs,  and  venerable  beard, 
And,  prefs'd  by  weight  of  years,  thy  pal- 

fied  head, 
Though  fileiit,  fpeak  with  tongues  that 

mujl  be  heard, 
Nay,  muft  command,  if  Virtue  be  not 

dead. 

Thy   (hatter'd,    yet  thine    awe  -  infpiring 
form, 
Shall  give   the  village-lads  the  foften'd 
foul, 
To  aid  the  victims  of  Life's  frequent  ftorm, 
And  fmooth  the  furges  that  around  them 
roll; 

Teach    them,    that   poverty   may    Merit 
ihroud; 
And  teach,  that  Virtue  may  from  Mifery 
fprmgj 
Flame  like  the  lightning  from  the  frowning 
cloud, 
Tliat  fpreads  on  Nature's  fmile  its  raven 
wing. 

O  let  me  own  the  heart  which  pants  to 
blefs; 
That  nobly  fcorns   to  hide  the   ufelefs 
ftore; 
But  looks  around  for  objects  of  diftref?, 
And  triumphs  in  a  forrow  for  the  poor  ! 

When  Heaven  on  man  is  pleas'd  its  wealth 
to  ftiow'r, 
Ah,   what  an  envied  blifs  doth  Heaven 
beftow  ! 
To  raife  pale  Merit  in  her  hopelefs  hour, 
And  lead  Defpodence  from  the  tomb  of 
Woe! 

Lo,  not  the  little  birds  ftiall  chirp  in  vain, 
And,  hov'ring  round  me,  vainly  court 
my  care ; 
While  I  poffefs  the  life-prsferving  grain, 
Welcome  ye  chirping  tribe  to  peck  your 
fhare. 

How  can  I  hear  your  fongs  at  Spring's  re- 
turn, 
And  hear  while   Summer  fpreads  her 
golden  ftore; 
Yet,  when  the  gloom  of  Winter  bids  ye 
mourn, 
Heed  not  the  plaintive  voice  that  charm1  d 
before ! 


Since  Fortune,  to  my  cottage  not  unkind, 
Strews  -wilhfome  flow'rsthe  road  of  life 
for  me 

Ah  !  can  humanity  defert  my  mind  ? 
Shall  I  not  foften  the  rude  flint  for  Thee  ? 

Then  welcome,  Beggar,  from  the  rains  and 

fnow, 

And  warring  elements,  to  warmth  and 

peace ; 

Nay,  thy  companion  too  (hall  comfort  know, 

Who  fhiv'ring  lhakes  away  the  icy  fleece. 

And  lo,  be  lays  him  by  the  fire,  elate  ; 
Now  on  his  Mafter  turns  his  gladden'd 
eyes; 
Leaps  up  to  greet  him  on  their  change  of 
fate, 
Licks  his  lov'd  hand,  and  then  beneath 
him  lies. 

A  hut  is  mine,  amidft  a  fhelt'ring  grove; 
A  hermit    there,   exalt  to  Heav'n  thy 
praife ; 
There  fhail  the  village  children  fhew  their 
love, 
And  hear  from  thee  the  tales  of  other  days. 

There  (hall  our  feather 'd  friend,  the  bird  of 

morn, 

Charm  thee  with  orifons  to  opening  day ; 

And  there  the  red-brealt,  on  the  leafkfs 

thorn, 

At  eve  fhal!  footh  thee  with  a  ample  lay. 

When  Fate  fhall  call  thee  from  a  world  of 
woe, 
Thy  friends  around  fhall  watch  thy  clef- 
ing  eyes ; 
With  tears,  behold  thy  gentle  fpirit  go, 
And  wilh  to  join  its  paffage  to  the  ikies. 

THE  LADY's  LAP-DOG,  AND  THE 
COACHMAN. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

CHLOE,  a  fav'rite  of  a  rich  old  Dame, 
Was  vaftly  delicate  in  all  her  frame  ; 
Could  put  down  nought  at  laft,  but  nics 
tid-bits  : 
Nay  oft,  with  much  folicitation  too, 
Her  Miftrefs  was  oblig'd  to  kifs  and  woo, 
For  fear  poor  tender  Chloe  might  have 
fits. 
Fat  was  our  Chloe — like  a  ball  of  greafe ; 
So  round,  a  foot-ball  quite,  and  fair  her 
fleece. 

Oft  on  the  Turkey  carpet  as  fee  lay, 
And  fleep  o'er  Chloe's   eye-lids  did  pre- 
vail ; 
'Twas  very  very  difficult  to  fay 

Which  washer  head  indeed,  and  which 
her  tail. 

At  length  it  came  to  pafs,  that  Chlo' 
Did  fuilennefs  and  ficknefs  Ihow"; 

So 


id  her  tomb, 
.  it  doom, 

t'ltS  'fC3pC  '. 


A 


.ACHU5E  I  MINE. 

i he   Memory  of    Lieut. 
Col.  CAMPBELL. 

" 

'1  h'j 

vine, 
. 
:ht  ear  ncith's  fatal   k 
He  fi 

vho  flics  ? 

. 
- 

1  rti." 

IC  c  u. "J  ;:i-  glorii mi  (\.cne. 

BLIND  ict. 

*'  (^"  -  mfort, 

fliow'r 

,  on  (he 

,    - 

biclc, 

Thole,  Weil  i  Cum- 

mer 

Walk  ( 

• 

'ky, 

I- 


turn 


■ 


in  blindncft 


I 

Td  ; 
' 
A  nd  tl 

ihere, 
Return'd  delighted  with  the  mind  wiiliin  : 
But  envious  dirkncfi  drew  he; 
And  hid  their  radiance  in  ettrnjl  night. 

■ 
"1  li«t  rides  triumphant 

•   . 
'i  hick,  (hick  around, 
in;, 
a'  fhe  change  her  room,  i<  everd«rk. 
.  k  with  the  fpeaj. 


Ofhufband,  or  of  friends,  that  fit  :- 

And   fmilc  around  ;    ana    when   her   piit- 

runcs 
Draw  her  regard,  with  fond  maternal  mind, 
She  looks  lot  fume  fweet  hkenefs  of; 
But  looks  in  *aio!— Her  children, 

She  knows  not— 'lis  but  a  general  blank 
From  ■ 

And  turns  with    horror,   from    the    irtary 

^TzABOR. 
in  Mr.  P» 

i  J  Hi'  M  AMI  V. 

ZEBRON  and  ZsUr,  of  thejtttj  race. 
n  leiture,  and  i 
grace; 
ji  the  ante 
.i.u'  pilintiic   tower'. 



-j  were,  oen   fla»ery  had  its 
charms, 
/  '•.    comfort    was    in     7. 


An 


Eich 


they 


And  lo»e   j 

- 

- 
1 


m j,    maid, 


Then  with  cl  »f'd    ey-s    jnc  ' 
Their    mutual    daggers    in  her    ! 

nr-: 

Spcechleii  (he  it  - 

Clafp    (he  tici.u-.,   and 

— 

their  own,  JUgrxKnt  the  . 
flood. 
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TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


WE  return  many  thanks  to  E.  W.  for  her  Historical  Tale  c 
we  hope  she  will  favour  us  with  further  communications. 

The  poetical  Novel,  we  fear,  with  our   correspondent,  will  bt 
long;    if  a  <pecimen  be  eent,  with  an  estimate  of  the  length,  we 
bt  able  to  speak  with  more  certainty, 

The  lines  on  a  Tremendous  Storm  are  too  incorrect  for  insertion. 

We  arc  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  say  the  same  of  the  Evening  PI. 

Kitty  Bell's  Epitaph  is  received,  but  we  cannot  promise  it  ipM 
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INKLE  To  YARICO. 

EPISTLE    II. 

[See  page  215.] 

AGAIN  I  write,  thy  injur'd  breast  to 

move 
To  (ears  of  pity,  and  to  sighs  of  love, 
For  him  consign'd  misfortune's  barb  to 

share, 
Consign'd  alike  to  conscience  and  to 

care. 
Letpity  yield  what  justice  can 't  bestow, 
And  gram  a  timely  solace  to  my  woe. 
Would  Heav'n  were  kind,  I'd  brave 
the  boisterous  sea,  , 
And  seek  content  in  slavery  with  thee ; 
Withgenialraptureev'ry  trouble-share' 
And  live  to  love  thee  with  a  husband's 

care; 
Foster  my  infant  in  myperjur'd  breast, 
List  his  soft  prattle,  with  his  lispings 
blest.  ^    h 

I  read  thy  letter*  o'er  with  anxious  - 
fears, 
And  thy  reproaches  number'd  with  my 

tears; 
Each    line  I  read  the  stings  of  con- 
science own, 
vT0  mis'r)'  dl''ve  me>  and  to  grief  alone. 
Couldst  thou  but  see  me  at  this  period 

now ! 
Disease   sits  cank'ring   on  my  pallid 

brow ; 
My  languid  limbs  their  wonted  aid  de- 
.     ,      °X»  [sigh: 

And  ev  ry  moment  mis'ry  prompts  ihe 
1  he  hand  of  Plenty,  palsied  o'er  with 

grief, 
from    me    withholds— what    Nature 

_        craves — relief. 
Friends  all  forsake,  relations  scorn  to 

,        .  kn°w,  •  [w°e. 

A   prison  d  kinsman  so  deprest  with 

Ah,  money  !  money  !  poison  of  tlie 

mind ! 
Thy  dazzling  glisteriings  prov'd  my 

reason  blind: 
Thou  laid'st  the  toil  my  youthful  heart 

to  snare, 
And  led'st  me  captive  to  the  shrine  of 

Care. 
As,  on  awint'rynight,  the  treach'rous 

ray 
Urges  thetrav'lerfrom  his  wonted  way ; 


Decoys  him  on,  unthinkingoftheguile; 
Affords  a  light  to  tempt  him  to  the  wile  • 
Till,  plunged  in  death,  and  losing  the 

sad  ray, 
He  curses  what  decoy'd  him  from  his 

way  : — 
Thus  money  made  me  callous  and 

forlorn ; 
To  sell  thee,  Yarico,  and  child  unborn. 
Oh,  Heav'n !   thy  pity  can  I  hope  to 

crave, 

Ere  these  disorder'd  features  meet  the 

grave  ? 

Can  I  demand  the  mercy  of  thy  throne, 
To  save  a  wretch  in  virtue's  path  un- 
known f 
'Tis  thus  I  mourn  the  day  :  nor  do  my 

woes 
At  eve's  return  admit  of  soft  repose  : 
Restless   I    pass  the    ling' ring    hours 

away;  [dav. 

JNo  peace  by  night  I  know,  nor  in  the 

But,  oh  I  my  Yarico,  the  crime  for- 

And  send  thy  pardon  while  as  yet  I  live. 
Then,    as  I   bend    at   our   Creator's 
shrine,  [thine! 

With  my  entreaties  O  then  mingle 
Or  after  death  no  sylvan  bower  pre- 
pare, 
For  Heav'n  will  not  permit  my  pre- 
sence there. 
Still  more  I  ask  in  this  terrestrial  cfime- 
Let  not  thy  infant  know  his  father's 

crime ; 
Lest  the  foul  deed  should  blast  his  mo- 
ther's fame, 
And  in  the  act  he  curse  his  father's 
name. 
Thy  friend,  the  easer  of  thy  poignant 
grief, 
Who  kindly  gave  mv  Yarico  relief 
Who  cloth'd  my  boy— O  let  the  anUl 

51      >-  u  [woe. 

She  shares  the  prayers  of  Inkle,  son  of 
1  had  a  friend  whom  this  false  heart 

held  dear, 
Who  oft-times  cheer'd  me  with  a  pity. 

ing  tear; 
Whopromis'd  ransom,  Yarico,  forthee 
And  said  he  'd  set  our  little  offspring 


*  See  page  436. 


But  disconcerted  was  the  kindly  plan 
And  Heaven  took  the  Christian  with 
the  man. 
Again  I  ask— again,  again  I  crave 
i  ny  pardon,  ere  I  mangle  with  the 
grave  } 

For 
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For  dire  disorder  lingers  in  mv  fran-.e,  F>  r.  at  T  «ped  to  sigh  rhe  last  adieij, 
Preys  on  my  cheek,  and  flows  thro; .   .  i  ivid  lightning  seai'd  my  e< ret 

ev'ry  vein.  in  death. 

Full  well  I  know  [  linger  out  mv  span  ;  porgjve  ,he  ,«r— alas  !    alas !    't  will 
A  wretched  trav'ler,  and  a  guilty  man.  ^ 

But  if  Repentance,  with  her  godly         An  off-'flw  to  her  matchleif  worth 
P"  r>,  ,.,.,.,  ndgn'di 

May   cheer  the   loul  in  dissolution  »  'T  wiil  ra.e'the  burthen  of  my  grief 

;"  .        t  2I,d 

Give  !••  Pc  my  lina,  though  great,  may        And  „„..  ^  impu.,e  0f  a  fran,ic 

And  !      .  . 

•  ,  pities  my  distress, 

1  oe  :bnt,  if  my  prayer  *■        And  IU*t  the  iorrow»  from  my  fnr- 

'»'«»  U1         rowdehe.k: 

Whh    the   toft    ■  -s     Hiaaciionsa.lhli  sympathy  express; 

liu  i       -.   1    v  •      ,  are  more  than 

Still  greater  then  my  ardent  trust  iM- 

Mj  •. 

Firm  ou  ::  ^  e. 

II.  <i  ; 

TooUj-strtei,Sc-  ,  2.     They  t  ribute  of  a  co^.        i 

1 1 

,  And  •  >■ 

Je. 

THE  BI  '  S  PFTl  •  orb  of 


•  And,  O  H 
When 

llrf  (ir.i 

vao*. 


the  giddy  round 
of 
d!     r  ou  keep  the  flow'ry 


All  '    my  awl  '• .    and   • 

And  list  the  win  n-t  of  a  u 
inind ! 
O,  aw 

i     . 

■ 

yoke 

dawn, 

.,     i  .  I 

,.      .1  .-i  .,. n: i..n.     Ah  '  r  e  sorrows  ol'mv  breast. 

,      r   blind 
to  '  ' 

And  an  on  ear  n 

And  O   may  He; 

W.  Smith 


v'n  can  all  your  brighteat 

i  Jocund, 

. 

ata  of 

And  of  all   my 

d. 
:   tfeav'o    i 

and 
Aoo 

To  * 

'  d, 
And  ease   tl.e  bos<-  .pre* 
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THE  PUPIL  OF  CONTENT. 

*  Yes,  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 
The  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train.' 

Goldsmith'.!  Deserted  Village. 

^AFE  sheltered  by  a  neighb' ring  wood, 
An  humble  cottage  peaceful  stood, 

The  mansion  of  Content ; 
Remote  from  courtiers,  far  from  kings, 
And    ev'ry    source     whence    mis'ry 
springs ; 

Suffice  thatHeav'n  had  sent. 

Soon  as  the  dawning  peep  of  day, 
The  risen  lark  would  pour  its  lay, 

And  call  him  forth  to  go : 
He  'd  cheerly  plod  the  beaten  way 
(Now   Spring    yet   held    her  blissful 
sway) 

Adown  the  vale  below. 
The  oak  was  still  a  calm  retreat, 
To  screen  him  from  the  noon- tide  heat, 

And  snatch  a  short  repast; 
Refresh'd,  to  labour  then  again, 
Till  evening  shadow'd  o'er  the  plain, 

And  day  declined  fast. 

Belov'd  by  all,  thus  liy'd  the  man, 
Pursuer  of  the  frugal  plan, 

Who  lov'd  his  own  fire-side; 
Health  shed  her  sunshine  o'er  his  life, 
While  age  endear'd  the  tender  wife 

To  be  his  children's  pride. 

R.  T.  Oliphant. 
^ondon,  October  6,  1802. 


ANSWER  TO  THE  BLIND 
MAN'S  PETITION.. 

[See- page  496.] 

JTOOR  sightless  wand'rer  through  a 
vale  of  tears ! 
Call  at  my  cot  whene'er  thou  com'st 
this  way : 
Thou  shalt  be  welcome  to  my  frugal 
board  ; 
Nor   will  I  pverlook    thy   friendly 
Tray. 

While  seated  by  a  comfortable  fire, 

Thou  shalt  relate  the  hist'ry  of  thy 

woe ; 

§ix  blooming  boys  will  hearken  to  thy 

'ale,  [to  flow. 

Till  sympathy  provokes  their  tears 

^  ol.  xxxiii. 


Dear  sportlings!  may  they  never,  like 
thy  sons,  [tile  strife: 

Tread  the  ensanguin'd  paths  of  hos^ 
Ne'er  quit  their  home  for  Glory's  fan- 
cied wreath ;  [life ! 
Nor  for  an  air-blown  bubble  venture 

Ah,  what  are  laurels  to  the  clay- cold 
brow  ?  [brave  ? 

Or  martial  honours  to  the  lifeless 
The  spirit,  soaring,  laughs  at  Fame's 
proud  trump, 
While  the  unconscious  body  seeks 
the  grave. 
Poor  eyeless  pilgrim !  had  thy  hapless 
boys 
Trod    life's   low   vale,     and   till'd 
their  native  soil, 
Their  filial  love  had  screen'd  thine  age 
from  warit, 
And  made  thy  sad  forlorn  condition 
smile. 
Yet  let  not  Nature  Providence  arraign, 
But   rest  assur'd  '  Whatever  is,  -is 
right:' 
In  purest  love  to  thee,  the  subtle  flash 
Wing'dits  dread  course,  and  robb'd 
thee  of  thy  sight. 

Perhaps,  had'st  thou  been  blest  with 
vision  still, 
In  Error's  flow'ry  ways  thou  would'st- 
have  stray 'd; 
Danc'd  with  unthinking  thousands  to 
the  tomb, 
*  With  all  thy  imperfections  on  thy 
head.' 
The  fatal  charm  that  fascinates  the  eye, 
The  bright  allurement  that  enslaves 
the  mind, 
The  gay  temptation  that  invites  to  sin, 
Ne'er  shed  their  baneful  influence 
on  the  blind. 

May  innate  intellectual  light  be  thine ! 
May  Heav'n  dispense  a  pure  celes- 
tial ray 
To  cheer  thy  solitary  pilgrimage, 
And  gild  thy  passage  to  the  realms 
of  day ! 

Then  thou,  through  all  a  vast  eternity, 
Wilt   bless  the  stroke  thai  blasted 
both  thine  eyes: 
Then  thou  wilt  see  that  all  thy  trials 
here 
Were  Heav'n-sent  favours — '  bless- 
ings in  disguise!' 
Haverhill.  John  Webijb 
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YARICO  TO  INKLE. 

EPISTLE    III. 

[£«>>.  495.] 

N  OT  the  green  war-earn'd  laurel  to 

balmy  t  lumbers  to  the  weary  slave, 
freedom  to  the  captive,  e'er  can  be 
bo  welcome  a»  thv  letter*  are  to  me. 

I,  poorinjur'd  Yanco 
(The  maid  you  doom'd  to  unavailing 
woe!) 
at  thy  misery  heaves  the  heart- 
felt sigh, 
And  still  the  crystal  tear  bedews  her 

eyi 
Thy  fair  idea  occupies  her  thoughts. 
And  partial  fondness  c  -.ur 

faults. 
What  th-iugh  the  influence  of  a  tor- 
rid sky 
.  Has  giv'n  to  my  frail  form  a  different 

Yet  gracious  Heaven  did  to  my  frame 
impart — 

What  whites  can  seldom  boar. — a  feel- 
ing !,i 

As  pun.  a  current  circles  in  my  veins 

A»  :  art,  that  dwell*  on  B.  :- 

tain's  plains. 

htj  hard  fate  would  with  your 
pla 

And  wait  thee  o'er  10  slavery  and  me  ' 
\  I 'd  smooth  the  btow 

of  care, 
C  k'd  mind,  and  brighten 

black  despair; 
With  kind  ..  t.v'ry  pang  be- 

And  make  our  hapless  furtune  seem 
to  n 

vht'ing  transport  could 

My  little  active  Inkle  climb  t!-.N 

\        •    ear-delighting  music   could   I 

hear 
The  prattler   ask   the   k  •    - 

sincere! 
V  isuch  as  Yarico— fund,  though 

maid ' — 
Recciv'd  from  thee,  bcne3th  her  native 

sh- 
Why,  Retrospection,  with  officio.s 

an. — 
Why  probe  again  this  lacerated  heart  r 


Come,  dark  Oblivion,  with  thy  whcht- 
ing  blast, 

S'.vtep  fr  Jin  my  mind  remembrance  of 
the  past. 
Away.  Reproach,    as  far   at  ocean 
rolls ! 

Bear  it,  ye  light-wing'd  breeze*,  to  the 
pole*! 

In  solar  climes  or  froren  regions  re*«. 

Nor  e'er  return    to  harrow    up  this) 
breast  ' 

toon  ; — Long  1  'v« 
thee  forgiven. 

Oh.  jsk  forgiv  fended  Hea- 

ven ! 

Address  t  he 'hrcr.ecf  grace  with  ardent 
pra- 

Na    humble    I  s   deniil 

there. 
Chang'd    are    mv    prir.ciplc- 
Cnristian  scheme 

Has  prov'd  mine  Indian  creed  a  paint- 
ed dream : 

The  dream  is  vinisii'd — prospectichrar 
and  bnght 
(  lately   opeo'd   on   my  ravtsh'd 

Om  =n  Sol,  in  golden  glory 

dr 

-s'd   hi*  railiar.ee  e'er  the  pu\ 

We   • 

I  w..  walk  ray  Inkle  alwayt 

please) 
ute  the  cool  iovigora-ing  bree. 
Patting  a  tore  aa  ; 

I  stopp'd,  and  litten'd  to  the  i 

moan. 
Ienter'd — lo*  upon  aruth-tprtadbed, 
-.g  head : 
He:  form  wa»  pa»!idt«- 

sja 
But,  oh.  her  mind  was  rapture  and  de. 

I  til 

.ripakc,  wjjo  casneand 
died. 
That  she,  rr !  might  bej: 

To  her  rapt' mind  «  res  »cre 

gr.'n, 

IV  n. 

.   and  praise  *he  spent    hex  I 
I  nh. 
And  «nh    a  holy  pleasure  smil  d   m 
death.  . 

Br,  ere  she  biadi'd  her  laat,  the 

happv  ill 

nhymo!)herBjblcg^ 
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*  Take  this  bless'd  book,'  she  cry'd; 
"  and  may  it  prove 

Thy  guide  to  scenes  of  happiness  and 
love : 

On  its  contents  with  stedfast  faith  rely ; 

And,  when  thou  'rt  summon'd  to  as- 
cend the  sky, 

If  Heaven  permit,  thy  spirit  I  '11  con- 
voy 

Through  seas  ofairtoshores  of  bound- 
less joy.' 
I  thank 'd  her,  and  the  precious  pre- 
sent took, 

And  well  perus'd  the ever-sacred book. 

But,  oh!  what  glorious  truths,  what  joys 
refin'd, 

Burst  with  bright  rays  on  my  becloud- 
ed mind  ! 

Thus,  when  black  clouds  the  face  of 
heaven  deform, 

Bright   Sol  breaks  forth,   and   shines 
away  the  storm. 
Away,  ye  gilded  visions !  hence  de- 
part! 

No  longer  can  ye  charm  this  alter'd 
heart ! 

The  spirit,  when  it  leaves  its  house  of 

To  native  bowers  will  never  wing  its 

way; 
But  takes  its  rapid  instantaneous  flight 
To  realms  of  pain,  or  regions  of  de- 
light. 
Oh,   Inkle!    when    Life's    stormy 
voy'ge  is  o'er, 
May  our  weak  skiffs  arrive  at  Heav'n's 

gladshdre: 
There  may  we  land,  and  join  the  ran- 

som'd  blest, 
And  spend  eternity  in  sacred  rest! 
If  Providence  should  lengthen  out 
our  days, 
Oh,  may  the  residuebe  spent  in  praise ! 
And  may   mine  Indian   muse,    with 

self-taught  art, 
Pour  forth  to  thee  the  feelings  of  my 

heart ! 
Still,    Inkle,    with  my   fond  request 

agree ; 
Speed  your  soft  sighs  across  th'  Atlan- 
tic sea, 
'Till    Death,   grim  tyrant!  with   his 

.  stern  behest, 
Deprives  of  every  thought  thy  anxious 

breast, 
And  snatch  thy  pen 

„       ,.,  John  Webb. 

Haverhill,  November  5,  180-2. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MIRANDA. 

AH  !  what  avails  the  city's  joys, — 
The  seat  of  bustle,  riot,  noise, — , 
Or  Richmond's  lovely  plains? 
Ah !   what  avails  the  shady  grove, 
W  here  Philomel  laments  her  love 

In  softest,  sweetest,  strains  r 
To  me  no  city  gives  delight; 
No  mossy  plain  enchants  my  sight, 

Nor  comfort  to  me  brings : 
For  me  no  shady  grove  appears ; 
For  me  its  branch  no  myrtle  wears : 

No  Philomela  sings. 
I  once  was  happy,  blithe,  and  gay, 
And  ev'ry  month  to  me  was  May, 
When  with  Miranda  blest; 
For,  with  a  lambent  guiltless  flame, 
Love,   mighty  Love!    controll'd    the 
same 
Within  each  other's  breast. 
But  cruel  (ah!  too  cruel!)  Death 
Soon  stopp'dthefair  Miranda's  breath, 

And  bore  her  to  the  grave  : 
Whilst  I,  a  wretch  unnT  to  live, 
Without  the  blessings  she  could  give, 

Its  direst  terrors  brave. 
Yet  still  her  soul,  supremely  great, 
Defies  the  utmost  pow'r  of  fate; 

Nor  will  it  ever  die  : 
For,  lo  !  it  mounts  on  seraph  wings; 
With  cherubs  now  divinely  sings, 

And  soars  above  the  sky. 
Thro'  desert  climes  I'll  bend  my  wav, 
Nor  me  shall  Moorish  bows  dismay, ' 

Nor  Afric's  beasts  affright : 
Or  place  me  'neath  the  torrid"  zone, 
Yet  still  I  '11  mourn  for  her  alone, 
Incessant,  day  and  night, 

.  j.  v; 


AN  HUMBLE  PRAYER. 

'Full  humble  is  my  prayer,  I  ween, 
For  humble  I  have  always  been.' 

■t1  AR  from  the  wishes  to  be  rich, 
I  ask  not— for  I  need  not  much. 
No  nabob's  wealth,  no  fav'ri'.e  place, 
Nor  royal  gifts,  nor  royal  grace; 
Give  me,  oh  Fortune  !  give  me  clear 
Three  hundred  sterling  pounds  a  year ; 
And  give  a  friend  to  luunge  and  talk, 
And  lean  my  arm  oa  when  1  walk. 

4  Y  2  EcnaH- 
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[For  the  Weekly  Visitor.'] 
THE  BLIND  BEGGAR. 

OURNEYING  on  his  lonely  way, 
A  blind  and  aged  wand'rer  stray'd, 
That  begg'd  for  food  from  day  to  day, 
And  nightly  on  the  highroad  laid. 


No  lovely  landscapes  bless'd  his  eyes, 

•In  vain  -was  blooming  nature  gay, 
The  thought  but  swell'd  the  bursting  sighs 
That  bore  his  wretched  life  away. 

The  rolling  seasons'  varied  scene 
He  hapless  man  could  never  see, 

Dark  leafless  winter,  nor  the  green 

With  which  sweet  summer  decks  the  tree 

With  grief  his  mournful  tale  he  told, 
How  all  his  youthful  days  were  past, 

And  now1  that  friendless,  poor  and  old, 
He  bent  beneath  the  blust'ring  blast. 

And  as  he  spoke  in  accents  low 
And  lowly  bending  o'er  his  cane, 

Tears  down  his  furrow'd  face  would  flow 
To  find  his  piteous  prayers  were  vain. 

The  littie  dog  that  led  his  road 
Was  now  his  only  earthly  friend  ; 

But  heav'n  that  had  his  life  bestow'd 
Did  still  his  drooping  days  defend. 


THE 


57 


WEEKLY 


VISITOR, 


OR, 


LADIES'  MISCELLANY. 


"  TO  WAKE  THE  SOUL  BY  TENDER  STROKES  OF  ART, 
"  TO  RAISE  THE  GENIUS  AND  TO  MEND  THE  HEART." 


VOL.  II.] 


SATURDAY,  January  7,   1804. 


1  = 


[No.  60 


SATURDAY,  January  7,   1804. 


[For  the  Weekly  Visitor.'] 
THE  BLIND  BEGGAR. 

JOURNEYING  on  his  lonely  way, 
A  blind  and  aged  wand'rer  stray 'd, 
Thai  begg'd  for  food  from  day  to  day, 
And  niuhtly  on  the  highroad  laid. 


No  lovely  landscapes  bless'd  his  eyes, 
In  vain  was  blooming  nature  gay, 

The  thought  but  swell'd  the  bursting  sighs 
1  hat  bore  his  wretched  life  away. 

The  rolling  seasons'  varied  scene 
He  hapless  man  could  never  see, 

Dark  leafless  winter,  nor  the  green 

With  which  sweet  summer  decks  the  tree. 

With  grief  his  mournful  tale  he  told, 
How  all  his  youthful  days  were  past, 

And  now1  that  friendless,  poor  and  old, 
He  bent  beneath  the  blust'ring  blast. 

And  as  he  spoke  in  accents  low 
And  lowly  bending  o'er  his  cane, 

Tears  down  his  furrow'd  face  would  flow 
To  find  his  piteous  prayers  were  vain. 

The  little  dog  that  led  his  road 

Was  now  his  only  earthly  friend  ; 

But  heav'n  that  had  his  life  bestow'd 
Did  still  his  drooping  days  defend. 
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THE  BLIND  BOY  OF  THE  VILLAGE. 

Tune,  "The  poor  Black  Boy,"  in  7" /if  Prize. 

1  once  faw  fimfhinc'.  ah  the  day  ! 
My  morn  of  life  as  morn  was  gay  ; 

All  then  vi  as  joy. 
But  now  rrry  day  is  clouded  o'er, 
The  bleffcd  light  I  fee  no  more  j 

A  poor  blind  boy. 
When  to  our  vale  the  Small-pox  came. 
To  feize  on  many  a  tender  frame, 

And  health  deftroy; 
From  head  to  foot  one  grierous  forer 
My  life  was  fpar'd — light  I  deplore, 

A  poor  blind  boy. 
No  friendly  Jtsner  then  could  fay 
How  lui*  the  racing  pelt  to  ttay, 

Mankinds  annoy. 
'Twas  then  unknown  the  Cow  did  bear 
A  cute  thai  fhould  hereafter  fpaie 

A  poor  blind  b) 
Yc  tender  parents,  hail  the  gueft 
That  comes  t«>  (lay  the  ileadly  pefr 

That  kill-  your  joy. 
The  grai  ious  gift,  O!  do  not  fpurn, 
Left  you  lament  .viih  fond  com 

A  poor  blind  boy. 
To  me  it  iooths  the  bitter  fmart, 
DifiuililK  blifs  in'.i>  n.y  heart, 

Withoal  alloy  ; 
To  think  no  brother  hence  fhaii  I 
Or  have  to  tell  the  ■  tale, 

A  poor  blind  boy. 

But,  though  of  fight  I  am  ber 
Yet  main  a  comfort  I  havt 

\i\  long  t' employ. 
To  i  feaven,thro  .■•  towt, 

A  bk  fling  to  prevent  the  woe, 
A  poor  blind  boy. 
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THE  BLIND  BOY. 

0  say  what  is  that  thing  called  light, 
Which  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  ; 

What  are  the  blessings  of  the  sight 
O  tell  your  poor  blind  boy. 

You  talk  of  wond'rous  things  you  see 
You  say  the  sun  shines  brig]  it — 

1  feel  him  warm  ;  but  how  can  he. 
Ere  make  it  day  or  night  ? 

My  day  or  night  myself  I  make,, 
Whene're  I  sleep  or  play  ; 

And  could  I  always  keep  awake, 
It  would  be  always  day. 

With  heavy  sighs  I  often  hear 
You  mourn  my  hapless  wo  : 

But  sure  with  patience  I  may  bear 
A  loss  I  ne'er  can  know. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 
MEy  chear  of  mind  destroy 

While  thus  I  sing  I  am  a  king, 
Al1  hough  a  poor  blind  lojf. 
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III. 

Yes,  Jenner's  vigilance  is  crown'd: 

A  sovereign  antidote  is  giv'n : 
The  blessing  flows  the  nations  round  ; 

Free  be  diffus'd  the  gift  of  Heav'n. 

IV. 

So  well  approv'd  its  sure  effect, 
To  turn  aside  th'  impending  harm  ; 
,  And  shall  parental  love  neglect 
To  minister  the  precious  balm  ? 

V. 

Oh  !  no  ;  beware  of  dire  delay, 
Ye,  who  caress  your  infants  dear  : 

Defer  it  not  from  day  to  day, 
From  month  to  month,  from  year  to  year : 

VI. 

Lest  you,  like  me,  too  late  lament 

Your  life  bereft  of  all  its  joy ; 
Clasp  now  the  gift  so  kindly  sent, 

Lest  you  behold  your  dying  boy  ! 

VII. 

Lest  you  see  with  trembling  fear, 

With  inexpressible  distress  ; 
The  purple  spots  of  Death  appear, 

To  blast  your  hopes  and  happiness. 
o  4 
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viu. 

• 

Like  mine  your  suffering  praii'Ur  &ayT 
'*  C«.  bid  my  latlxr  c<>me  and  lake 

M  fright fi,,  *av." 

IX. 

I  be  fret  : 
Oh  ' 
1  i  shall  be: — 

■ 

4  endure : 
(  ■■  in, 

cur*. 
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I. 

SO!  H,  pau*e  :  :  B  day 

S  rsio 

S  i  lawn  »nd  riars  the  bower, 

,  Mnti  the  flower. 
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II. 

Stranger  pause  :  with  spften'd  mind, 
Learn  the  sorrows  of  the  blind  : 
Earth  and  seas,  and  varying  skies, 
Visit  not  their  cheerless  eyes. 

III. 

Not  for  them  the  joy  to  trace 
The  chisel's  animating  grace ; 
Nor  on  the  glowing  canvass  find 
The  Poet's  soul,  the  Sage's  mind. 

IV. 

1 

Not  for  them  the  heart  is  seen 
Speaking  thro'  th'  expressive  mien  ; 
Nor  for  them  are  pictur'd  there 
Friendship,  pity,  love  sincere. 

V. 

Helpless,  as  they  slowly  stray, 
Childhood  points  their  cheerless  way 
Or  the  wand  exploring  guides 
Falt'ring  steps,  where  fear  presides. 

VI. 

Yet  for  them  has  Genius  kind 
Humble  pleasures  here  design'dj 
Here  with  unexpected  ray, 
Reach'd  the  soul  that  felt  no  day. 
o  5 
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VII. 


Lonely  blindness  here  can  meet 
Kindred  woes,  and  conv< 
Torpid  once  can  learn  to  smile 
Proudly  o'er  its  useful  toil. 

VIII. 

//r  who  deign 'd  for  us  to  die, 
(  the  dark. 

Humldy  copy — thou  can>t  fi 
i  thine  ulms—thuu  canst  N  I 


Tin:  FOP. 

From  the  Opera  of  "  UO»Bl 

11.  II    lAllil  1. 

BY    BICKZW 


Bir,  1  will  tell  v«-u  «itl 
'■ 
A  coxcomb,  a  !• 
A  dainty  ■Ufcooa ; 
\v      hmdcM  and  du.  u'd  from  bottom  to  top, 
1  .a  like  a  doll  lor  a  ■Ukno'l  ifaf. 


•%u 


SACRSD. 


411 


THE  BLIND  BOY. 


BY   THE    REV.    It.   ROBERTS. 


I. 

O  YE,  who  blest  with  pow'rs  of  sight, 

Enjoy  the  friendly  ray, 
Leave  for  the  poor  Blind  Boy  your  mite, 

And  gild  his  dark  of  day. 

II. 

By  him  no  sun  was  ever  seen, 

No  moon  with  orbit  pale, 
And  cloud-cap'd  hill,  and  verdure  green 

Seem  but  an  idle  tale. 

III. 

He  hears  of  all  the  starry  host, 

The  firmament  on  high  ; 
Creation's  fairest  works  are  lost, 

In  them  the  Deity. 

IV. 

Yet,  in  this  darkness  so  profound, 

He  feels  the  chast'ning  rod, 
And  in  the  thunder's  awful  sound 

lie  hears  the  mighty  God. 
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V. 


For  his  sake  listen  to  the  v>ra>  r 

,  dead  t" 
And  give  the  little  you  cm  ipw* 

,  |  the  poor  Blind  Boj  . 
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at  '. 

Of  hca>'n  and  earth  the  l^r.l  ! 

,.lUrw«lur.-.-»« -ihi-ir  birth: 
,..u  by  «' 

II. 

,rul>  ha 

.   ill  the  nalior. 
111. 
Vanc-N  in  the  luav'nly  * 

•  command*  fulfil  ; 

on  earth 

lv  will. 
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THE  LADY'S 

WEEKLY  MISCELLANY. 


"  To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  nrt, 
"  To  raise  the  genius,  and  to  maid  the  heart" 


-YORK,  SATURDAY,  AUG'.  1607. 


ESS. 

Ail  !  think,  if  June's  delicious  rays 

eyeof  sorrow  can  liumr, 
Or  wild  1)«  emitter's  beamless  days 

:it  gloom  : 

Ah  !  think,  if  skirt  nWure  or  bright, 
I  or  eke  r  •!  <  mind. 
Ah  think,    initial  i  buck  of  utter  n'v 

What  tnouniful  inomcnu  wait  tlic  Blind 

.-au<c   for  woe, 
To  ton  tha  arise  be  ne'er  shall  *«c  -, 
To  !/c  a  wire  ami  not  to  know 

babe  that  climbs  h'u  knee  . 

To  ' 

;  aia'uig  me«l  to  i 

lorn, 

A: 

Whin  to  lh»  hr  I  \S, 

*a.i  11  on,  or  blushing  eve.  or  mom, 


But  nil 

i  I  vooda,  and  streams  comb'.n'd ; 

I 

- 

'lit. 

-,  pines  ui 
Aadiegaj  flower  withdraw  bt, 

.ng  hours 
To  <  h  i"  gpenurj 

Ami 

Ah  '.  i. ..us.  wh«l  lit  tin-'  blind- 
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-   THE  BLIND  BARD  OF  MELES. 

INSCRIBED  TO  THE  REV.W.H.  DRUMMOND, 
ON  HIS  JOEM  OF  THE  BATTLE  OF  TRA- 
FALGAR. 

)H,  for  a  warning  voice  like  thine, 
Among  Bohemia's  hills  to  sound, 
Or  down  the  deep  majestic  Rhine  ! 

T<*»-ake  the  nation's  slumb'ring  round, 
Or  from  oiJ  jura's  cloudy  cone 

On  wings  ot  thunder  borne  along, 
To  shake  the  tyrant  on  his  throne, 

And  paralyze  the  bloody  throng  ! 
Alas  !  o'er  Europe's  mournful  plains 

His  syren  tribes  have  sped  before, 
Her  torpid  genius  lies  in  chains, 

A  victim  to  the  wizard's  lore. 
And  Fate's  relentless  doom  they  taught  *, 

To  render  all  resistai.ee  vain  ; 
And  Pleasure's  rosy  band,  they  brought, 

To  soothe  the  woes  of  mental  pain. 
And  hark  !   around  Britannia's  coast 

The  soft  enchantments  load  the  gale  ; 
To  lead  the  soldier  from  his  post, 

By  fatal  charms  to  Circe's  vale. 

Perhaps  even  Bronte's  awful  shade, 

Well  pleus'd,  may  listen  to  thy  strain,     i 
And  wave  the  visionary  blade, 

And  point  to  glorious  deeds  again. 
O  for  a  warning  voice  like  thine, 

Amid  Bohemia's  hills  to  sound, 
Orclown  the  long  majestic  Rhine, 

To  wjke  t:'e  nati  ins  slumbering  round! 
Or  from  old  jura's  cloudy  cone, 

On  wings  of  thnn  er  borne  along, 
To  shake  the  tyrant  on  his  throne, 

And  paralyze  the  blood v  throng  1 

Thus  o'er  the  Cyclad  Isle  of  old 

From  Eastern  climes  the  dairon  flew} 
And  wav'd  aloft  his  wings  of  gold, 

And  shed  pollution's  riuket  dew. 
The  Son  a-  Hades  and  o   N'ght 

From  Eastern  climes  dismi,'d  the  foe  J 
To  put  nil  manly  Thought  to  flight, 

And  lay  the  prideof  Virtue  low. 

*  Alluding  to  the  combined  effects  of  Fa- 
talism (propagated  by  a  certain  set  of  writers) 
and  what  are  called  sentimental  compositions. 
The  author  of  these  lines  has  not  seen,  all  that 
lias  been  written  on  the  subject  of  Love  in 
late  times,  such  as  the  Lyre  of  Love,  the 
Pleasures  of  Love,  &c.  We  are  also  promised 
the  philosophy  of  Love.  Nor  v/ill  he  ven- 
ture to  criticise  on  them,  unless  by  two  words, 
"  Caveat  emptor !" — that  voluptuous  kind  of 
poetry  adapted  to  what  was  celebrated  in  an- 
cient times  by  the  name  o"  the  Lydian  Mea- 
sure, and  noted  for  its  deleterious  effects  upon 
the  mental  powers. 


Ke  thought  to  q.iiench  the  ..enial  beam, 
And  many  a  conquer'd  soul  oespoil'd: 
At  length,  r,y   '    eles'  haunted  stream, 
A  sightless  hard*  his  purpose  foil'd. 
O  vet,  by  Meles'  haunted  shore 

Metbirifcs  that  sightless  bard  I  see  j 
When  Pleasure  to  Circean  lore 

Attun'd  her  Lydian  rninstrelsie. 
Now,  startled  by  her  clanging  lyre, 

Her  votaries  left  the  melting  dance  ; 
And  Freedom's  unextinguisb'd  fire 

From  every  eye  was  seen  to  glance. 
"  As  Priam's  artful  son  (he  cry'd) 

Allur'd  the  Spartan  Queen  away, 
So  Eastern  guile,  by  daemons  ply'd, 

Will  make  your  manly  worth  a  prey. 
"  And  when,  beneath  the  viewless  foe, 

Your  hardihood  is  luIPd  asleep, 
A  tyrant's  hand  will  strike  the  blow, 
And  print  the  dire  example  deep. 
"  You  will  forget  the  lesson  soon, 

But  other  tribes  the  lay  will  hear: 
Athens  will  hail  the  glonous  boon, 
And  grasp  the  Marathonmn  spear. 
"  Thermopylae  sf  immortal  name, 
Wa.ted  along  the  tide  of  Time, 
Shall  wake  again  the  godlike  flame 
in  many  a  distant  age  and  clime. 
"  On  Erin's  £  shore  the  battle's  roar 
is  heard  beyond  the  rolhng  wave  ; 
The  Minstrel  band  intrepid  stand, 
And  point  to  glory,  or  thegiave. 
f  Thermopyla  immortal  name 

The  Northern  echoes  shall  renew; 
When  with  her  mountain  sons  of  Fame, 

Freedom  assa;ls  the  hostile  crew. 

"  Hark  !  on  the  CaIedonian||  targe 

1  he  sound  of  combat  rings  afar  ; 

The  Grampian  spears  begin  the  charge, 

And  stem  the  thund'ring  tide  of  war. 

"  But  other  climes  and  other  times 

Shall   ee  the  glorious  day  .eturn  ; 
The  fiery  god  shall  ride  the  flood 
On  bickering  wheels  in  triumph  borne."§ 
Thus  poesy  can  touch  the  chord 

That  wakes  the  soul's  responsive  glowj 
And  courage  hears  the  magic  word 

That  nerves  the  hand  to  strike  the  blow. 


*    Homer,   born  by  the  river  Meles. 

i  Homer's  works,  collected  by  Lycurgus, 
may  have  been  supposed  by  poetical  licence 
to  have  contributed  to  the  victory  of  the  Spar- 
tans at  Thermopylae. 

J  Battle  of  Clentarp,  in  Ireland,  where 
the  bards  attended  in  the  field  to  celebrate  the 
deeds  of  valour  of  their  countrymen. 

(j  Battle  of  Bannock  Burn,  §and  Trafalgar. 

Perhaps 


Y 
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Nmv  in)  i'.  ..-t  o'erleaps  in  U/und, 
Soars  aloft  on  rapt'rnus  wing  : 

Hark  !  methinks  1  heaj  the  sound, 
Angels  joyful  tidings  bring  ! 

"  C'ljp  yoor  bandjtj  v.  people  all, 
Sin  shall  nt-'tr  rrwve  again: 
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THE  l.i'i  i  I  l.  BUN1 

r.AV. 

HERE  comes  little  H  tt  old  Tr.r 

His  poor  little 

As  dark  a,  when  Joseph  and  1  aie  sal 
Poo(  Uttli  '.ic-s  he  will  « 

\Mule  faithful  old  " 

Or  gu  in  the  street,  ' 

Still  rcn 

Hem  little  blind  R«y. 

When  we  wake  in  I  ng  wc  >->pen  our  eyes. 

And  see  :'  ie  in  yonder  bhir  s^ies, 

But  poor  liitl. 

His  deur  do  nothio 

■s'd  my  d(  or  d  tj. 

And  the  Ui 

How  pretty  they  sported  about  wit 
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PIECES 


IN      VERSE      AND       PROSE    ; 


BY    THEODOSIA. 


One  labour  more  indulge,  then  sleep  my  strain, 

Till  haply  wak'd  by  Raphael's  golden  lyre, 

To  bear  a  part  in  everlasting  lays 

Though  far,  far  higher  set,  in  aim,  I  trust, 

Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  here.  YOUNG- 
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THE  BLIND   MAN'S   PETITION. 

Luke  xviii.  38,  &c.     Jesus,  thou   son  of  David,   have   mercy 
on  me,  &c. 


Gtreat  Saviour,  born  of  David's  race, 

0  look,  with  pity  look  this  way  ! 

A  helpless  wretch  implores  thy  grace, 
Implores  thy  mercy's  healing  ray  ! 

Jesus,  thou  Lord  of  life  divine, 
To  whom  the  sons  of  woe  complain  : 
Is  not  unbounded  mercy  thine  ? 
And  can  I  ask,  and  ask  in  vain  ? 

Did  ever  supplicating  sigh 
In  vain  to  thee  its  grief  impart  ? 
Or  mournful  object  meet  thine  eye, 
That  did  not  move  thy  melting  heart  ? 

Around  thee  crowd  a  plaintive  throng, 

1  hear  their  importuning  cries  ; 
And  now  from  every  thankful  tongue 
I  hear  the  glad  Hosanna  rise. 

O  look,  with  pity  look  on  me, 

Wrapt  in  the  mournful  shades  of  night  ! 

My  hope  depends  alone  on  thee, 

Speak  Lord,  thy  word  shall  give  me  light  ! 
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'Tis  mercy,  mercy  I  implore  ! 
Speak,  Lord,  thy  humble  suppliant  raise  1 
Then  shall  my  heart  thy  grace  adore  ; 
Then  shall  my  tongue  resound  thy  praise. 


REST  AND    COMFORT  IN  CHRIST    ALONE. 

Where  shall  I  fly  but  to  thy  feet, 
My  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend  ? 
Dear  names,  beyond  expression  sweet  ! 
On  these  my  hopes  of  bliss  depend. 

Where  shall  I  rest  but  on  thy  grace, 
Thy  boundless  grace,  divinely  free  ? 
On  earth  I  find  no  resting  place  ; 
Dear  Saviour,  bid  me  come  to  thee  ! 

Though  sin  detains  me  from  my  Lord. 
I  long,  I  languish  to  be  blest  : 
O  speak  one  soul-reviving  word, 
\nd  bid  me  come  to  thee  my  rest. 

When  I  this  wretched  heart  explore, 
Here  no  kind  source  of  hope  appears  ; 
But  O  my  soul,  that  grace  adore, 
Free  grace,  which  triumphs  o'er  my  fears. 

Jesus,  from  thy  atoning  blood, 

My  only  consolation  flows  ; 

Hope  beams  from  thee,  my  Saviour  God, 

My  soul  no  other  refuge  knows. 


THE  PAT  llIOT. 

CONCORD,   OCTOBER  22.  1811. 

IKEBLIND   BOY  TO   HIS  MOTHER, 

Who  tniuavorrd  to  clicuh  kirn  with  a 
pertev  ring  hope  under  repealed  ope- 
ration^ of  ;he  Oculist. 

O  SAY,  wiiat  is  ihe  thing  cill'd  light, 

rnulJ  ne'er  e 
What  is  tii  •  LLs-ing  of  the  eight) 
Come  itll  yc.ui- poof  Huud  I 

I  vou  see, 

I  It i nt  wai 

r.'tr  mak..:  it  I 

'    mWe 
•V;  wrpliv, 

-  s  be  awake, 
it  would  be  him 

r'  tc?M  win  J, 

Foi 
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Having  managed  with  tolerable  seriousness  I  look  up 
all  the  articles,  stood  across  the  man,  and  raising  both  my 
.arms  as  high  as  I  could  reach,  called  aloud, '  Si — knee.' 
.  Then  bending  over  the  body,  I  held  the  match  in  my 
right  hand,  the  wax  taper  in  my  left,  and  drawing  the 
-ork  from  the  bottle  of  phosphorus  on  his  bare  skin,  at 
^he   moment  I  applied  the  match  to  light  it,  as  it  wee 
from  his  body,  1  began  to  sing, '  God  save  great  George 
our  king.'  But  the  instant  the  flame  was  seen,  there  was 
such  a  yell  of  '  M\,  paw,  swaamee,  ah,  yaw,  swaamee,' as 
ompletely  drowned  all  my  fine  singing.    Lightingmy  ta- 
•er,  I  proceeded   with  my  work,  by  melting  the  sealing 
wax  and  dropping  it  hot  on  his  bare  skin  ;  but  the  fellow 
had  not  the-  patience  to  stay  for  more  than  two  or  three  rrood 
drops  of  my  miraculous  wax,  before  he  jumped  up  and 
ran  away,  bellowing  and  clawing  his  body,  without  slop- 
ing to  thank  me  for  his  cure,  or  answering  the  calls  of 
others  until  he  got  within  the  village. 

That  the.  fellow  had  heard  an,d  understood  what  passed, 
with  my  declaration  that"  I  possessed  a  power  to  draw 
forth  a  flame  from  his  foody,  was  evident ;  and  I  depended 
on  the  sudden  attack  of  theburning  wax,  on  so  tender  a 
part,  heightened  by  his  own  imagination,  to  overthrow  all 
the  obstinacy  of  trick,  and  produce  some  such  effect  as 
would  satisfy  he  was  not  dead  What  his  particular  aim 
was,  it  nvght  be  difficult  to  make  out. 


Direction  for  raising  turnips  among  corn. 

Sow  about  one  pint  of  turnip  seed  to  the  acre,  on  or 
about  the  21st  of  July  either  before  or  after  the  last  har- 
rowing. Top  the  corn  as  soon  as  ripe  enough,  and  "husk 
it  as  soon  as  the  corn  will  admit.  Cut  down,  and  bear  off 
the  stalks,  to  let  the  sun  upon  the  turnips ;  and  the 
sweetness  of  the  fodder  will  compensate  for  the  labour. 

Take  in  the  turnips  about  the  middle  of  December 

By  pursuing  these  directions,  corn  of  40  bushels  to  the 
acre  willprodnce  80  or  100  bushels  of  turnips  at  the  same 
time  ;  these  for  milch  cows^  and  sheep,  will  be  of  particu= 
tar  importance. 
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J'raniiatisn  from  Horace'*  celtbrated  Ode, 
By  the   Rev.   Mr.   Blackman,  wi»  on  born  blind. 

The   man  whose  mind  on  virtue  b«nt 
Pursues  some  greatly    good  inunt, 

With  uodeviattag  aim, 
Bercoc  beholds  die  angry  croud, 

-  can  their  clamours,   fi.  rte  and  loud, 
His  stubborn  hon   ur  t.imc  — 

id  t)raru\  i  rccat  threat, 
I  storms  that  from  their  dark  retreat. 
The  lawk  •>■»  Mffi  |  w.,kr  ; 

Iread  IkjIi,  which  shakes  the  pole, 
purpose  ol  hi»  s<ul, 
r  can  shake. 

•  use  in  i 
inking  l 

"  .   •     •    defies, 

rth  and  -  ■ 


.'fir   Author  and  C- 

ilc  rritu  !"  excLimed  a  \  oor  author  in  pique, 
Ii»  rc\  icwing  m\  *<>rk,   \*h\  :t  msc 

jured  m\   lame  by    \  our  critique, 
use  it." 
lh  the  critic,    '    !'  to  hear  that,  for  my 

:  i  ou,  reputation,        [..im 
r  I    could  not  inure  ccrtainix   ruin  \  our  fame 

1  ha  l  by  giving  rk  circulation." 


A     farmer    meeting    some   families    of  yankeea 
ng  towards   Ohio,  remarked  t     '^in,  "  i>        »u 
axe  all  moving  back   are    you  :"   •   W 
man  says  the  Yankee,  "  Do  *t   he  sec  we 

•re  all  moving  forwards  as  fast  as  we  can  '" 
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1.1  NLS 
*>w  4  CMtLn,   *'//<?  <"-47  «        r?»  -■•igiit  *r  rw*" 
/./  -POX. 

VV  HEREH  the  i 

Hit  guilelewdiaiple*,  *nd        •  - -•  ■»  r 

Tli  it  m%\  !«'»  ntt«a  «*«> 

v.  .liow  brook,  or  «n  ihi-fm*,, 
ud  Hi  «atr, 
I'eallli  on  their  clir-  -   - 

1  - '  cry  :  — 
He  bear,  the  boll,  a  ..,-  K-xrjw  t».  -r- 

lii  nuny        tine  hr  uko  •  ni»«t  j»*ri, 
Ano  -  •«  l**r:  ; 

fain  W  <"nt. 

The  new  ».  tan:  ; 

»»i — 
To  leap  ihe  dkl  m 

Awiy  il.fy  -•  ..ud  hoop*  behind, 

<^..     — 
2fU  freer  Dliati     ■  .4     ,•«  . 

That  chtltliait  1 n — 

He  fiiN  iiii  eIretjaU  ,ii      M  ft  (M  patio, 

Soon  lie  n  .  /  la  : 

Pond'rir.r,  boar  bc»t  h  <  movant*  to  <*mplOT, 
He  siug»  I  iPtCM  jov, 

Creepion  the  v  ...  lurf  for  many  en  1 

Arid  piucks,  by  chance,  ihc  red  «>r  fellow  flow  r — 
Ami  icll*,  by  scent,  wLile  retting  on  h.»  i:iiee*, 

.  n  «l  kind*  hr  11 
Along  tl.  rd  path  then  f>ci.  hi*  way, 

Lifting  Ills  brow  tgatOM  1  lie  orb  wf  Jav, 
And  wilh  a  ;>!ayfi:l  r.if'iure,  Ciger  ■ 
■  V.  .!..     '.'.1-1.llo.vcr'-!  n  .jiIk-.  .■    '  und  -  he  <i  sight 
"  I'd  gather  prettier,  c  rM  1  u»c  ir>y 

Hi*  sorrowing  raoilier  ifics  receive*  b't  prime. 

Cruel  dil  v  List  thou  ilui  begu 

Tin.  pareott'  hope  of  this  ihcir  lo\ 
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ORIENTAL  MEMOIRS 

Selected  and  abridged  from  a  Series 
of  Familiar  Letters,  written  during 
Seventeen  Years'  Residence  in 
India:  including  Observa- 
tions on  Parts  of 
AFRICA  AND  SOUTH  AMERICA, 
And  a  Narrative  of  Occurrences  in 
Four  India  Voyages. 
Illustrated  by  Engravings  from  Original 

•■        Drawings. 
By  JAMES  FORBES,  F.  R.  S.  &c. 

IN    FOUR    VOLUMES. 
LONDON  : 

White.  ,1813.  4to.  Pr.  161.  l6*s. 

Bensley,  Printer. 


JMr.  Forbes  and  his  family  ap- 
pear to  have  been  included  among 
the  English  subjects  flagitiously 
detained  at  Verdun  ;  but  on  appli- 
cation to  the  National  Institute, 
with  testimonies  from  Sir  Joseph 
Banks  and  other  quarters,  Mr. 
Forbes  and  his  domestic  circle 
were  complimented  with  their  free- 
dom by  the  French  government. 
To  this  circumstance,  the  public 
are  indebted  for  the  completion  of 
VOL.11.    N.Rev.  NO 


the  work  under  our  notice.     In  re- 
spect to  the  composition  of  these 
'   Memoirs,  Mr.  F.  intimates, 

In  the  original  letters,  I  occasion, 
ally  introduced  a  few  remarks  and 
quotations  from  other  travellers  to 
illustrate  my  own  observations  in. 
India.  In  arranging  them  for  the 
press,  I  have  considerably,  but  I  trust 
not  unnecessarily,  enlarged  these  ac- 
quisitions. The  names  of  Sir  William 
Jones,  Dr.  Robertson,  Major  Renneh 
and  other  respectable  writers  of  whose 
superior  talents  I  have  now  availed 
myself,  would  add  value  and  authen- 
ticity to  a  work  of  much  greater 
merit. 

I  also  acknowledge  my  obligation 
to  another  author  of  acute  discrimina- 
tion  and  strict  veracity,  Dr.  Fryer 
F.  R.S.  who  was  appointed  physician* 
to  Bombay,  soon  after  it  was  ceded  to 
the    English,    on    the    marriage    of 
Charles  the  Second  with  the  Infanta 
Catherine   of  Portugal;  and   on   his 
return  published  his  letters  from  In- 
dia and  Persia.     Dr.  Fryer's  travels 
corroborate  and  illustrate  many  seem- 
ing improbabilities  in  the  manners 
and  customs  of  the  Hindoos;  a  people 
who  then  were,  and  still  remain,  ia 
■XT.  3  X 
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the  sp.ir.     •  n  the  Creek 

his! 

Alexander.     I  shall  conclude  my 

•hat  ' 
.    to 
i  • 
"  As  I  I  have  taken  in 

■  work,  ii  i 
i  •■    privilege   of    a    traveller; 
bounded  with  the  narrow  terms  i 
hi-;-  ly   extrs 

both 
.  and  a:  i 
nature  i  I 

in  the  style,  as  where  I 
of  the  waj 
matn  n- 
warp  quiti 

:       id;  win- 
in  inj  an  !  inti 

« 

1'  in  ci  mpi 

«  make  i. 

i  . 

:    oood   (..  •    i 

.      i  /. 

pp.  xiij 

inallv 

wiitUn  in    /. 

remark  exl       •  \    numei 

to  clussim  at  ion.     A  i 

tin!   ■  i  in   i he 

ii. il 
tights  will   b 
den  i,  as  "a  r, 

to  the  mind,  which  a  long 
unconnected  ing 

;i>    rapidly    a-   liny    arc  |>: 
might  otherwise  tend  to 

In  relation  to  the  i  and 

habits  of  the  presenl  inb  ibitnnl 
Hi  we  have  the 

ensuing  obaervati  »i 

The   ceremoi 
open  an  ample  field,  on  which  1 
now  make  only  a  I 

us,    Tlie  children  are  m 
the  discretion  (.'!"   their  parents; 


girls  at  three  or  four,  and  the  b 
it  \cat%  of  a-.-e :  tru 

•    . 
:  ■ 

'he  numei 
The  bride  after 
band .. 
place  I 

■ 
the  m 

'     •    die  duri::_-         ; 

form  many  inei 

■ 

i dease 
widow  is  permilti 

i 


I,  lak  r 

■ 

- 

I 

Hindoos 
funeral  ; 

ndal-»ood,  and 
-     while  the  poor 
• 

•  ! 

who,  \> 

. 
of  the   ' 

i  at  Wa** 
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motive  of  Junius  for  abstaining  so 
■  r-aerally  from  the  affairs  of  Ireland, 
was  an  apprehension,  if  he  entered 
upon  them  often  and  fully,  that  this 
circumstance  would  go  far  towards  a 
discovery,  by  strongly  identifying 
him  with  Mr.  Burke.       pp.  270-272. 

Mr.  Burke's  executors  admitted, 
that  the  letters  in  the  Public  Adver- 
tiser, with  the  private    signature  C, 

ere  presumptions,  that  he  was  the 
Kthor,  but  not  proofs.  I  am  sur- 
prised, that  even  so  much  could  be 
admitted  by  persons,  who  were  of 
opinion,  that  it  would  be  base  and 
cowardly  to  reveal  what  had  not  been 
revealed  by  the  author  himself.  Af- 
ter such  a  declaration,  nobody, 
surely,  can  be  foolish  enough  to  ex- 
pect, whatever  knowledge,  or  docu- 
ments they  may  possess,  that  these 
gentlemen  will  ever  condescend  to 
throw  any  new  light  upon  this  inter- 
esting and  long  agitated  subject. 

Before  I  conclude,  I  may  take  the 
liberty  of  mentioning  one  fact  more 
relative  to  this  subject.  During  the 
time  that  the  letters  appeared  in  the 
Public  Advertiser,  Mr.  Burke's  son 
was  a  scholar  at  Westminster  school, 
and  it  is  remembered  by  some  of  those, 
■who  were  at  Westminster  school,  at  the 
same  time,  that  his  private  tutor  was 
sometimes  able  to  tell,  before  hand,  when 
a  Junius  -Was  to  appear.  I  think  I 
may  add,  that  this  fact  is  still  in  the 
recollection  of  Dr.  Vincent,  the  very 
learned  and  respectable  Dean  of 
Westminster.  pp.  291-299. 


ASSOCIATE  MINSTRELS. 

Second  edition. 

LONDON: 

Gale,  1813.  Svo.  pp.  222. 
Ballantyne,  printer. 


We  are  told  in  the  dedication 
that  this  work  is  very  respectfully 
inscribed  to  their  friend,  James 
Montgomery,  by  the  authors.  By 
I  heir  choice  of  a  patron,  we  are 
able    with   tolerable    certainty    to 


ascertain  who  are  these  associ- 
ate  minstrels.  What  they  are,  the 
Public  has  had  repeated  opportu- 
nities of  judging  :  what  they  might 
be,  we  earnestly  hope  that  the  experi- 
ence of  a  few  more  years  will  enable 
us  to  decide. 

For  the  motto  to  their  little  book, 
they  hare  selected  the  following 
lines  : 

The  storm 
That  makes   the  high  elm   couch,   and 

rends  the  oak,  [blows, 

The  humble  lily  spares.  A  thousand 
Which  shake  the  lofty  monarch  on  his 

throne, 
We  lesser  folk  feel  not. 

HURDIS. 

We  shall  merely  insert  the  argu- 
ment ,of  the  Poem  of  Silence,  by 
which  a  judgment  may  be  formed 
of  its  scope  and  tendency. 

Invocation — The  silence  of  mid- 
night— The  calm  preceding  a  tern- 
pest — Silence  preparatory  and  subse- 
quent to  an  engagement — Moon-light 
— The  influence  of  silence  on  the 
mind — Silence  expressive  of  the  pas- 
sions— Providence  executing  his  de- 
signs in  silence- — Silence  favorable  to 
devotion — The  grave — Silence  sharing 
her  empire  with  melody — Silence 
preceding  the  dissolution  of  the 
world. 

Some  of  these  poetical  effusions 
havebeen  already  published  in  "The 
Athenaeum."  Many  are  creditable  to 
the  pious  and  domestic  feelings  of 
the  writers  :  but  very  extraordinary 
talents  and  address  are  requisite  to 
secure  attention  to  "  verses  to  a 
sister  on  her  birthday,"  hvice  re- 
peated, "  To  a  brother  on  his 
coming  of  age,"  "  To  Miss  F.  in 
sickness,"  &c.  But  we  shall  select 
a  specimen. 

BLINDNESS. 

"  There  alone  unchanged,  [May 

"  Her  form  remains.  The  balmy  walks  of 

"  There  breathe  perennial  sweets  :    the 

trembling  chord  [ear 

"  KesQtmds  for  ever  ia  the  abstracted 
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'  'Melodious :    and  the    virgin's  radiant 

to  prief,  and  time, 

"  Shim*  wall  mibatit  _ 

Aat.  • 
ipei  bai  qmviri.i  it-  last: 

0  I  .Will.'— 

I  mod  '  tor  tin-  mandate  i-  | 
Thai  coDsiftu  in<  in  (l.iiki..  --  to  dwell. 

in  on  mim 
Tin   IjI.i/. 

in  -hall  i  .  r  gbddl  ii  mv  day  ; 
Wo  iin. mi  i,M  an  in m In tcli t  arise, 
lawn 

bmj  lieave ; 
blosb  of  tl 
\     i  |  | 

\S  Iin  Ii  v|„ 

jgn  •  ii  , 

■ii  tin  ir  fagnu 
il.i  j  -lull  bloas' 
Far<  »•  n  i..  ti,.  light  of  «h<  • 

^     •      i:  I 

Shall  I  M  r  tin   | 
Tie  i  ^  was  the 

I    ,  . 
Ah  '   i 

At  tin  .1 1\<  ii  1. 1  i 

light  : 

\iul  .ml,  Iin  ugh  till    I 
Hi  i  J  I 

I 
1 

ired, 
\  bat 

Ml  tin  ii'l  »hi 

\ 
Hut  ili<  cl 

\  . 
\         I 

\\   ll(  ■    I    Milk     il 

That  1  -caui  U  Ihl  • 

Bnl  tain  >  ii  -till  lo  he  i 

nd  1  -hall  hear, 

But  vie*  not  the  frown  ofl  bit  face; 
>,ol    I  .   who  wa- 

L>u  .-tart  iu  a  stranger  to  trati.  . 


friend  shall  rem  ore; 
mv  all.  ctrons  d; 
Bol  irill  I 

And  rkocj  Iki 
Cut    - 

Roond    my   heart   a. 
twit 

0  Faith  ,;ngl  ,oar 

\ll.l    lll.ll.!      bl 

\ 

Thou  i  blisa! 

And 

To  l>e  shut  out  lor  cm  from  tin*, 
'ream — 

'■  I  I-   llloll.i  

.earn 

I  wail    into  Iran. port  ami 
"audi  rt  tl 

-I. all  blaae! 

1  tl.     -  id, 

I 


-a. 


Til! 

1   \M!I    .       VSSIS1   W  I   . 
ini 

v     1111. 
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iii    . 


I 

■ 


I    M.  KL1XDA1  L. 
i 

Jmiaaoh. 
LOX1  ON 
FltDI  jO. 

Pi      . 

•tier. 


r 


\ 


THE 


WORKS 


OF 


PETER  PINDAR,   ES 


TO  WHICH  ARE  PREFIXED 

MEMOIRS  OF  THE  AUTHOR'S  LIFE. 

A  NEW  EDITION, 

REVISED  AND  CORRECTED  ; 

WITH  A  COPIOUS  INDEX. 

IN  FIVE  VOLUMES. 

VOL.  IV. 


LONDON: 

PRINTED  FOR  J.  WALKER  ;  J.  ROBINSON  ;  LONGMAN,  HURST,  REES,  ORME, 
AND  BROWN;  AND  G.  ROBINSON,  PATERNOSTER-ROW;  AND  G.  GOULDING 
AND  CO.    SOHO-SQUARE. 

1819. 


-*7% 


■ 

■  ^| 

■ 

I 

■ 


■  ■ 

■ 


■ 

■ 


1 


■ 


Printed  b>  S.  Htmilton,  \'. 


HP 


■ 


%& 


THE   BLIND    BEGGAR.  53 


At  this  her  freak  with  me : 
But  should  she  smile  again,  and  offer, 
Well  fill'd  with  gold,  an  ample  coffer, 

I'll  send  the  key  to  thee. 


THE  BLIND  BEGGAR. 

Welcome,  thou  Man  of  Sorrows,  to  my  doors  ! 

A  willing  balm  thy  wounded  heart  shall  find ; 
And  lo,  thy  guiding  Dog  my  care  implores  ! 

Oh  haste,  and  shelter  from  th'  unfeeling  wind. 

Alas  1  shall  Misery  seek  my  cot  with  sighs, 
And  humbly  sue  for  piteous  alms  my  ear ; 

Yet  disappointed  go  with  lifted  eyes, 

And  on  my  threshold  leave  th'  upbraiding  tear  ? 

Thou  bowest  for  the  pity  I  bestow : 

Bend  not  to  me,  because  I  mourn  distress ; 

I  am  thy  debtor,  much  to  thee  I  owe  ; 

For  learn,— the  greatest  blessing  is,  to  bless. 

Thy  hoary  locks,  and  wan  and  pallid  cheek, 
And  quivering  lip,  to  fancy  seem  to  say, 

"  A  more  than  common  Beggar  we  bespeak ; 
A  form  that  once  has  known  a  happier  day." 
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PINDARIANA. 


Thy  sightless  orbs,  and  venerable  beard, 

And,  pres&'d  by  weight  of  years,  thy  palsied  head, 

Though  silent,  speak  with  tongues  that  must  be  heard 
Nay,  must  command,  it"  Virtue  be  not  dead. 

Thy  Bhatter'd,  yet  thine  awe-inspiring  form, 
Shall  give  the  Village-lads  the  softcn'd  soul, 

To  aid  the  victims  of  lil<  S  fitl  O^Uji  D<  -torm, 

And  Miiuoth  the  surges  that  around  them  roll; 

Teach  then;.  J         Povi  rty  may  Merit  shroud; 

Ami  teach,  that  Virtue  may  from  misery  -pring; 
Flame  like  the  Lightning  from  the  frowning  cloud, 

Thai  spreads  on  Nature's  smile  its  raven  wing, 


Oh  let  )/n  own  the  heart  which  pants  to  b'.< 

That  oobly  BCOrnfl  to  hid.   the   osi  l<  -  >tore ; 
But  looks  around  for  objects  ofdifltn 

And  triumphs  in  B  !  OOT. 

\\  i.<  ,i  lb  awn  <<ii  man  i.-  pfoaaad  it-  wealth  to  fchow  i 
Ah,  what  an  envj<  <l"iii  Heaven  btftfffl  : 

To  rai-(   palp  Merit  in  her  huj  <ur, 

And  lead  lk.-pundtnce  hum  (fee  tomb  of  Woe! 
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THE  BLtNiD   BEGGAR.  55 

Lo,  not  the  little  Birds  shall  chirp  in  vain, 

And,  hovering  round  me,  vainly  court  my  care : 

While  I  possess  the  life-preserving  grain, 

Welcome,  ye  chirping  tribe,  to  peck  your  share. 

How  can  I  hear  your  songs  at  Spring's  return, 
And  hear  while  Summer  spreads  her  golden  store ; 

Yet,  when  the  gloom  of  Winter  bids  you  mourn, 
Heed  not  the  plaintive  voice  that  charm  d  before ! 

-/ 

Since  Fortune,  to  my  cottage  not  unkind, 

Strews  with  some  flowers  the  road  of  life  for  me, 

Ah !  can  humanity  desert  my  mind  ? 

Shall  I  not  soften  the  rude  flint  for  thee? 

Then  welcome,  Beggar,  from  the  rains  and  snow, 
And  warring  elements,  to  warmth  and  peace ; 

Nay,  thy  Companion  too  shall  comfort  know, 
Who  shivering  shakes  away  the  icy  fleece. 

And  lo,  he  lays  him  by  the  fire,  elate ; 

Now  on  his  Master  turns  his  gladden'd  eyes ; 
Leaps  up  to  greet  him  on  their  change  of  fate, 

Licks  his  loved  hand,  and  then  beneath  him  lies. 
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A  hut  is  mine,  amidst  a  sheltering  grove  : 
A  Hermit  there,  exalt  to  Heaven  thy  praise; 

There  shall  the  Village  Children  show  their  1< 
And  hear  from  thee  the  tales  of  other  da 

There  shall  our  feather'd  Friend,  the  Bird  of  Morn. 

(    arm  thee  with  orisons  to  opening  day; 
And  there  the  Red-breast,  on  the  thorn. 

At  i  n  shall  Booth  thee  with  ■  simple  I 

When  Fate  -hall  call  thei  from  a  «orld  ofw< 

Thv  friends  around  shall  «atch  thy  closi    _  • 

\\  ith  tears,  behold  thy  gi  otle  Spirit  go, 
And  wish  to  join  \\  to  the  sk 


\\  uui  ON  n<    SONG 


in    M\     11    1  I 


w,,  vi  j  ••  around  ! 

I.,  t  ua  seek  the  loved  ("1  "'  ,:"   '  air; 
There  Bofben  her  sleep  with  thy  sound, 

And  banish  <  ach  phantom 
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BOSTON,  TUESDAY,  JULY  8,  1817. 

POETRY. 

From  the  Christian  Register. 
Vertes  written  by  a  gentlemen,  pn  seeing  the  last 

flower  in  the  drawing-book  of  his  daughter, who 

suddenly  lost  her  sight  by  an  injury  received 

on  the  optic  neives  in  the  violent  operation*  of 

an  emetic. 
Here,  helpless  maid,  here  end  tl.y  playful  pains  ; 

Nature  hath  shut  her  book,  thy  task  is  done. 
Of  all  the  various  charms  what  now  remains  I 

To  smell  the  violet,  and  to  feel  the  sun. 
In  liberal  arts  thy  youthful  hands  did  grow, 

Quick  moving  at  thy  better  sense's  call  ; 
That  better  sense  is  gone, — their  task  is  now 

To  twist  the  yarn,  or  grope  the  friendly  wall. 
O  !  Fate  severe  !  earth's  lesson  early  taught 

That  all  is  vain,  save  Virtue,  Love,  and  Truth  ; 
We  own  it  all  that  thro'  life's  days  have  wrought, 

But  thou  has  learnt  it  in  thy  morn  of  youth. 
Pupil  of  Heaven  thou  art  ;  compute  thy  gain, 

When  dullness  loads  thee,  or  regret  assails  j 
All  is  not  gone,  for  Faith  and  Hope  remain, 

And  gentle  Charity  which  never  fails. 
Love  now  shall   glow  where  envy  might  have 
burn'd, 

And  every  eye,  and  every  hand  be  thine  ; 
E-.tch  human  form, each  object  undiscern'd, 

From  borrow'd  organs  thou  may'st  still  divine. 
But  thy  Great  Maker's  own  transcendant  form, 

His  love  ineffable,  his  ways  of  old, 
His  perfect  wisdom,  and  his  presence  bright, 

"  Thineeyes.  and  not  another's,  shall  behold." 


Jh«/    -M  vv\  e-r  \j  au  ,  JYew  ^orK- 
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THE  THREE  BLIND  TIPPLERS. 

By  Mr.  Campbell. 

Three  sightless  inmates  of  the  sky, 

Whose  names  were  Justice — Fortune--Cupid, 
Finding  their  public  life  on  high 

Somewhat  monotonous  and  stupid, 
Resolved,  one  morning,  to  unite 

Their  powers  in  an  alliance  holy, 
And  purify  the  earth,  whose  plight, 

They  all  agreed,  was  melancholy. 

Quoth  Justice,  "  Of  the  world  below 

I,  doubtless,  have  the  best  idea, 
Since,  in  the  golden  age,  you  know 

I  ruled  it  jointly  with  Astrcea  ; 
While,  therefore,  we  on  earth  abide, 

For  fear  our  forces  should  be  parted, 
Let  me  be  your  perpetual  guide  :" 

Agreed, nem.  con.,  and  off  they  started. 

Love  first,  and  Fortune  next,  descends, 

Then  Justice,  though  awhile  she  tarried, 
When  Cupid  cries,  "This  flight,  my  friends, 

Has  made  my  throttle  somewhat  arid  : 
Beneath  each  wing,  before  our  trip, 

I  popp'd  a  golden  vase  of  nectar, 
And  I,  for  one,  should  like  a  sip  : 

What  says  our  worshipful  director  r" 

The  proposition,  'twas  decreed, 

Redounded  to  the  mover's  glory, 
So  down  they  sate  upon  the  mead, 

And  plied  the  flagon  con  amore  ; 
But  not  reflecting  that  the  draught 

With  air  of  earth  was  mix'd  and  muddled, 
Before  the  second  vase  was  quaff 'd, 

They  all  became  completely  fuddled. 

Now  reeling,  wrangling,  they  proceed, 

Each  loudly  backing  his  opinion, 
And,  'stead  of  letting  Justice  lead, 

All  struggle  fiercely  for  dominion  : 
Whereat  her  sword  in  wrath  she  draws, 

And  throws  it  in  her  scales  with  fury, 
Maintaining  that  the  rightful  cause 

Requires  no  other  judge  and  jury. 

Fortune,  purloining  Cupid's  darts, 

Tips  them  with  gold  for  sordid  suitors, 
Making  sad  havoc  in  the  hearts 

Of  matrimonial  computers; 
While  Love,  on  Fortune's  wheel,  apace 

Plagues  mortals  with  incessant  changes, 
Gives  flying  glimpses  of  his  face, 

Then  presto  '.  pass  ! — away  he  ranges. 

Their  pranks,  their  squabbles,  day  by  day, 

Gave  censurers  a  better  handle, 
Till  Jove,  impatient  of  their  stay, 

And  anxious  to  arrest  the  scandal", 
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altimort  Poir. 
The  following  line*  were  occasioned  by  teeing  a  beaatiAil   \uuog 
1\  as  she  patted  an  aged  blind  maa,  who  was   titting  on  a  <looi   -ill 
jpSkingahm  in  Market  street,  dexteroosl]  -hp  .1  dollar  into  his  i. 

while  t-he  told  him.  a*  I  «nppo»c.  where*  the  lived  for  «he  spoke  in 
so  low  a  voice,  and  with  such  an  eridenl  .!<  -ijrn  of  concealing  b«r  be- 
nevolence fiom  human  view,  tti.it  I  only  beutl  her  -iv."  lake  tku  and 
call  on  mr  to-m ;rr«\  . "  We  poMith  them  M  a  tnhute  to  her,  and  that 
Othen  may  know  bow  beautiful  beauty  1-,  when  accompanied  with  ;> 
feeling  heart 

The  rote  on  beauty's  cheek  1-  fair, 

And  sweet  those  lips  of  coral  -ceincth  . 

And  yet.  onleai  U  'there, 

In  vain  the  eye  of  be.i  ,eth 

A  t>'.ir     for  Other*'  a  vi  b) 

l<  fairer  than  those  beantii  - 

Bat  whi ■:.  down  be;.  .  -ee 

A  tear  for   sorrow  l;i  ntly  stealing; 
And  n  ben  ■  ligb  lor 

Proclaim*  1  heart  oftendei 
Wo  pomt  to  heaven  and  dm  lire, 
Thote  beautu-s  wore  imprinted  then 

I  -m  to     ged  son  of  w 

Whose  journey  In  re  in  nearly   it, 
I  Ban*  bit  lean  of  sorrow  r 

While  be  hit  trembling  h  ind  extended — 
Feeble  and  old,  and  |.im»\  and  blind, 
And  shivering  in  the  chilly  wind. 

I  saw  a  beauteous  form  paw  by, 

\nd  <-;i>t  on  him  a  look  of  sorrow  . 
I  beard  her  say,  with  tearful  eye, 

••  V'ii/.f  rliif,  and  call  on  me  Ij-morr^ 
I  knew  her  not,  nor  could  I  even 
Learn  n  hence  she  came  ;  she's  knonn  in  ulavl: 
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witliout  eating  till  the  claim  is  discharged. 
In  the  mean  time,  no  provisions,  fire, 
or  water,  can  be  introduced  into  the 
riouse,  which  is  thus  beset  by  a  brahmin. 
Should  the  debtor  prove  refractory  till 
the  brahmin  die,  nothing  on  earth  can 
redeem  his  family  from  the  infamy  thus 
incurred.  The  strength  of  prejudice, 
or  the  cravings  of  hunger,  generally 
induce  the  debtor  to  satisfy  the  demand, 
without  incurring  the  dreadful  sentence 
of  disgrace  in  this  hfe,  and  misery  in  the 
next. 

The  British  government,  which  pro- 
mises to  hear  and  determine  all  disputes, 
has  in  some  degree  superseded  this  sin- 
gular  mode  of  prosecution  ;  hut  in  some 
parts  of  the  country  the  expedient  is 
still  necessary,  and  is  sometimes  put  in 
practice,  although  even  there  the  brah- 
minical  rigour  of  discipline  is  somewhat 
abated.  In  former  times,  not  only  the 
litigants,  but  the  whole  village,  fasted 
so  long  as  the  brahmin  performed  this 
extraordinary  ceremony  "before  anv  house 
belonging  to  it. 

THE  MERMAID  !  !  ! 

What  have  we  here?  a  man  or  ajish? 

We  have,  as  in  duty  bound,  visited 
this — odd  fish,  with  the  serious  inten- 
tion of  giving  a  detailed  account  of  it, 
witli,  perhaps,  an  illustrative  wood-cut. 
But,  alas  !  now  vain  »Te  human  specu- 
lations !  We  quickly  learned,  that  any 
such  minute  examination  of  the  lady, 
as  would  satisfy  a  rational  being  that 
she  is  any  thing  out  of  the  common 
line  of  an  English  shew,  is  as  strictly 
forbidden  by  the  owner,  as  to  overhaul 
the  contents  of  an  Eastern  harem.  We 
would  willingly  contribute  our  five 
shillings  towards  any  sum  which  the 
ingenious  owner  of  this  Mermaid  (if  it 
must  be  so)  may  think  proper  to  set 
on  it,  for  the  opportunity  of  actual 
dissection,  without  which  no  sane  per- 
son can,  or  ought  to  be  for  one  moment 
satisfied,    and   which   the  owner    should 

himself  propose,  or  be  content  with 

the  shilling  "contributions  of  John 
Bull. 

"  I  do  now  let  loose  my  opinion, 

hold  it  no  longer ;  this  is  no  fish,  but 

311 "  Shakespeare. 

Further  description  or  notice,  with  all 
the  blazonry  of  wood-cuts,  &c.  &c.  we 
most  willingly  leave  to  our  contempo- 
raries great  and  small ;  declaring,  for 
ourselves,  that  we  should  quite  as  rea- 
T.yf?VV  descriPtive  wood-cut  of  our 
old  fnend  the  Great   Cock   Olla   Bird, 


mentioned    at    page    14    of    our    First 
Number. 

£9-  Our  Review  of  the  Stage  is 
unavoidably  postponed  till  our  next 
Number. 

POET'S  CORNER. 

THE  BLIND. 

[The  following  little  Poem  we  insert,  as 
well  for  its  literary  merit,  as  the  extraor- 
dinary interest  which  attaches  to  the  his- 
tory of  its  author.  The  poem  is  the  fruit 
of  more  than  thirty  years'  mournful  ex- 
perience of  the  calamity  it  describes.  The 
author  is  a  man  of  that  persevering  and 
unconquerable  energy  of  mind,  whicli 
we  uniformly  find  to  produce  so  many 
wonders.  It  was  by  his  own  strenuous 
exertions  that  he  acquired,  under  the 
pressure  of  poverty,  obscurity,  and  cir- 
cumstance.'; the  most  distressing  and  un- 
friendly, that  high  degree  of  moral  and 
intellectual  refinement  manifested  in  the 
production  before  us  ;  it  has  been  by 
his  own  industry  that  he  has  found 
means,  in  a  state  of  total  blindness,  to 
support  and  educate  a  large  family,  in 
-a  creditable,  though  humble,  inde- 
pendency. ] 

Ah  !  think,  if  June's  delicious  rays 

The  eye  of  sorrow  can  illume, 
Or  wild  December's  beamless  davs 
Can  fling  o'er  all  a  transient  gloom. 

Ah  !  think,  if  skies  obscure  or  bright. 
Can  thus  depress  or  cheer  the  mind, 

Ah  !  think,  'midst  clouds  of  utter  night, 
W'hatmournfulmoments  wait  the  Blind. 

And  who  shall  tell  his  cause  for  woe  ? 
To  love  the  wife  he  ne'er  must  see  ; 

To  be  a  sire,  yet  not  to  know 

The  silent  babe  that  climbs  his  knee : 

To  have  his  feelings  daily  torn 

With  pain,  the  passing  meal  to  fino ; 

To  live  distress'd  and  die  forlorn, 
Are  ills  that  oft  await  the  Blind. 

When  to  the  breezy  uplands  led, 
At  noon,  or  blushing  eve,  or  morn, 

He  hears  the  red-breast  o'er  his  head, 
While  round  him  breathes  the  scented 
thorn. 

But,  oh!  instead  of  Nature's  face,  [bm'd. 
Hills,  dales,  and  woods,  and  streams,  corn- 
Instead  of  tints,  and  forms,  and  grace, 
Night's  blackest  mantle  shrouds  the  Blind. 

If  rosy  youth  bereft  of  sight, 

'Midst  countless  thousands,  pines  unblest 

As  the  gay  flower,  withdrawn  from  light 
Bows  to  the  earth  where  all  must  rest. 

Ah  !  think,  when  life's  declining  hours 
To  chilling  penury  are  consigned, 

And  pain  has  palsied  all  his  powers, 
Ah  !  think  what  woes  await  theBlir^  " 
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Could  you  but  tell  where  you  hmve  been, 
My  paper  !  much  ii  would  delight; 

Could  ynu  describe  what  you  have  seen, 
I  would  attend  to  you  all  night. 

A  vigorous  plant,  you  once,  no  doubt, 
Enjoy'd  ot'  Heaven  the  ample  view  ; 

Pu-hed  by  each  boisterous  gale  about. 
Played  with  by  every  breeze  that  blew. 

You  fell,  and  then  in  linen- p 

(  You  might  narrate,  had  you  a  tongue,) 
A  trader's  iicl.e«  to  u. crease. 

Rlftud  on  the  field  where  first   you 
"'  (i- 
Fain  would  I  ham  what  next  \ourstaU, 

lnlo  what  s<r\icc  d:d  you  |ita  F 

Tim  possibly  roar  bum  fate 

rem. 

I         ipt  )ou,  as  her  rvbc  if  night, 

D»«lt    in     MB     ch-juber, —  ne'er    went 

'C ; 
A  .   kind  as  br 

A  '.he  cuntidet.. 

Or,  u  a  she]  .  bed, 

Y»u  may  hare  I  re  reposed; 

And  O,  l.i.w  i Id  be  read, 

If  all  you  kncn  oould  be  disclot'd. 

C'utild  you  but  tell  where  you  liavc  been, 
My  paper  !   njucii  it  »uuld  delight  ; 

Could    )uu   describe  vlval  you  have   seen, 
I  would  attend  to  you  all  night. 

Rut  yet,  instead  of  being  near 

I    i   warm  soft  bosom  o(  a  flirt, 
I  -r,  trc  you  came  here, 

A  patch  upon  a  beggar's  shirt. 

I     •     rown  old,  sad  varieties 

Y  on  may  have  proved !  perhaps  now  worn 
A  dan  o'er  a  blind  man's  ere*, 

( lr  •■  red  finger  torn. 

j  per,  more  tremendous  gloom 

\l  .-'.tiluraun  you, — more  awful  shocks, 

I  /  ■  ■  the  lire,  a  martyr's  dowi 

li.iei.cUil  for  the  tinder-box. 

How  ii  :r  romance. 

If  C  I  hopes  and  fears. 

Till,  saved  from  Ban  ebyn  a  <  kind  chance. 
At  bufl  •'  i  rng-l  ag  i  .r*. 

then  vour  rapture,  but  you  found 
A  f»tc  you  had  not  laaincd 
Sold  to  miiix  dona  i  !  y  the  , 

rkod  torn  (br paj  .mn  thread; 


But  passed  the  fearful  trial  now, 
Conaol'd  for  all  your  former  sighs, 

You  smile  again  with  cloudless  brow, 
Reliev'd  from  past  impunities  ; 

And  now  in  spotless  white  array'd 

You,  with  vile  dirt  so  lately  stain 'd 

Might  fancy,  a  new  creature  made, 
That  you  a  better  world  had  gained. 

And  when  that  thought  at  rest  was  set, 
I  udulging  visions  gay  as  vain, 

*s  a  note,  might  hope  to  get 
To  Ckloe't  bosom  once  again. 

Or.  if  ambition  can  pursue, 

Y  u  might  expect  a  statesman's  pan 
Would  imagine  to  arrange  with  you 

The  «  eightiest  affairs  of  men. 

Rut,  ah  ;  repress  the  bold  desire, 
N    l  hope,  a  messenger  of  bliss. 

To  speak  the  lover's  generous  fire. 
To  gain  from  love  the  fervent  kiss. 

Nor,  at  the  minister';  dispatch, 
To  bid  relentless  slaughter  cease, 

W      ..  eagex   aovda  each   sentence  otc 
And  hail  the  glad  return  of  Pcswav 

A  srurril  song  may  mar  your  fare, 
A  I'  ■  ■ur  pages  reach, 

I'rai-  .-on  auacks  may  trace, 

i  >r  you  may  bear  a  dying  speech. 

And  other  ills  you  n.av  deplore, 

M  an  iltc  foulest  drops  of  ink. 

Of  which  veil  r.r\er  drean.t  b<rfo»«, 
Ofwl         I        -ly  dare  to  think. 

>      .  may  be  dooro'd  to  wrap  up  snuff, 
( >r  picce-mcal  torn  fur  turning  hair  , 

And  forced,  as  tin.  were  not  enough. 
The  barber's  cur  ling -tongs  to  bear. 

You  may  announce  a  eoblcr's  stall 
To  let, — the  broken  casement  stop ; 
nui.e  u  nay  fail. 
ass  to  trunk  or  butter-shop. 

The  woes  that  threaten  are  so  great, 

I  cannot  half  of  them  divine  . 
So  sad,  so  doubtful  is  your  fate, 

us  deplorable  at  mine  ; 

Bath  fearful  change*  and  distress 

I I  ave  known,  but  what 'twas  yours  to  sen, 
I  kno»  •  *n  you  can  guess 

What  I  am  likely  now  to  bc. 


O  nld  you  bt  I  vou  have  been, 

light  ; 
Could  roa  -  •"*  **n- 

1  |    ....    sin  •  I  a  all  I  'cht. 
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THE  BLIND  MOTHER. 

I  saw  a  mother  !  in  her  arms 
Her  infant  child  was  sleeping  ; 

The  mother  while  the  infant  slept, 
Her  guardian  watch  was  keeping. 

Around  its  little  tender  form 

Her  snow  white  arms  was  flung  ; 

And  o'er  its  little  infant  head 
Her  hending  tresses  hung. 

'  Sleep  sweetly  on  my  darling  babe, 

My.  own,  my  only  child  ;' 
And  as  she  spoke  the  infant  woke, 

And  on  its  mother  smil'd. 

But  oh  !  no  fondly  answering  smile 

The  mother's  visage  grac'd, 
For  she  was  blind  and  could  not  see 

The  infant  she  embrac'd. 

But  now  he  lisped  his  mother's  name, 

And  now  the  mother  press'd 
Her  darling,  much  lov'd  baby  boy, 

Unto  her  widow'd  breast. 

But  sudden  anguish  seiz'd  her  mind, 
Her  voice  was  sweetly  wild; 

'  My  God,'  she  cried,  '  but  grant  me  sight 
One  hour  !  to  see  my  child. 

'  To  look  upon  its  cherub  face, 

And  see  its  father's  there  ; 
But  pardon,  if  the  wish  be  wrong  ; 

A  widow'd  mother's  prayer  !' 

And  as  she  spoke,  her  anguish  grew 
More  loud  and  still  more  wild  ; 

And  closer  to  her  aching  breast 
She  clasp'd  her  orphan  child. 


CINCINNATI  JOURNAL. 
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<«ISEE  YOU." 

Ben-te-vi.—  We  copy  from  the  Village  Record, 
a  communication  with  the  poetry  it  introduces, 
which  lately  appeared  in  that  paper.  The  writer 
of  the  lines  is  an  interesting  young  lady,  deprived  | 
from  infancy  of  the  gift  of  vision,  but  who  has 
taught  herself  to  trace  very  neatly  and  legibly  the 
characters  which  she  cannot  see.  Not  being  ac- 
quainted with  the  sound  of  the  Spanish  vowels, 
she  has  erred  in  rhyming  to  the  subject  of  her 
song;  but  the  ideas  suggested  by  it  to  herself  and  to 
the  author  of  the  communication  are  beautiful  and 
naturally  poetical. — Com.  Adv. 

"BEN-TE-Vl" — I  SEE  YOU. 

"Another  familiar  and  cheerful  bird  was  the 
Ben-te-vi,  so  called  from  the  perfect  accuracy  with 
which  he  pronounces  these  words.  He  is  about 
the  size  of  a  sparrow,  and  distinguished  by  a  cir- 
cle of  white  round  his  head,  with  a  yellow  belly. 
Whenever  we  passed,  he  put  his  head  out  of  the 
bush,  and  peeping  at  usfrom  under  the  leaves,  he 
said,  "Ben-te-vi — O,  I  saw  you!'  with  an  arch 
expression,  as  if  he  iiad  observed  something  which 
he  could  tell  if  he  pleased." 

An  enlightened  conscience  may  be  regarded  as 
the  ben-te-vi  of  the  soul.  How  anxiously  should 
it  be  cherished!  I  am  pursuaded  that  a  clear  and 
firm  conviction  of  the  omnipresence  of  the  Deity — 
that  the  all-seeing  eye  is  constantly  upon  us,  is 
one  of  the  most  important  points  of  instruction  to 
be  impressed  upon  the  minds  of  youth,  as  a  safe- 
guard from  temptation.  When  this  doctrine  is 
firmly  believed,  it  must  require  the  hardihood  of 
a  demon,  to  commit  deliberate  crime.  That  article 
of  faith  may  well,  I  think,  be  called  the  ukn-ti:-vi; 
the  unslecpii.g  alarmist  tp  the  christian. 

On  my  return  home,  mentioning  the  Brazilian 
monitor  to  a  youug  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  she 
was  pleased,  at  my  request,  to  give  the  thoughts 
it  suggested,  in  the  following  stanzas,  which  I  beg 
to  you  do  me  the  favor  to  puplish;  and  in  candor,  I 
am  compelled  to  say,  I  think  her  verses  better  than 
my  prose. 

As  in  Brazil's  far  southern  dime  you  rove, 

And  seek  for  shelter  in  some  shady  grove 

As  from  the  glare  of  burning  day  you  fly, 
A  soft,  sweet  sound  you  hear  of  Bcn-tcvi 

Surprised,  you  stop — perchance  a  nervous  start 

But  instant  pleasure  vibrates  to  the  heart; 
As  the  light  image  strikes  the  searching  eye, 
And  the  clear  voice  again,  cries — Bcn.tc.vi 

While  in  the  deep  recess  of  forest  shade 
Some  Christian  pilgrim  low  has  bent  and  pray'd; 
Soaring  from  earth,  he  lifts  his  thoughts  on  high, 
And  hark!  lie  hears  a  voice  say — Ben.tc-ti 

It  falls  like  heavenly  music  on  his  ear 

There  seems  a  bright  atrial  wand'rer  near— 
And  the  dear  thought  of  guardian  angels  nigh, 
Shall  cheer  him  still  when  he  hears— Bcn.te-vi 


OF   THE 


Society  for  the  Diffusion  of  Useful  Knowledge. 


33.] 


PUBLISHED  EVERY  SATURDAY. 


[October  G,  1832. 


THE  BLIND  BOY. 

0  say  !  what  is  that  thing  call'd  light, 
Which  I  must  ne'er  enjoy ; 

What  are  the  blessings  of  the  sight, 
O  tell  your  poor  blind  boy  1 

You  talk  of  wond'rous  things  you  see, 
You  say  the  sun  shines  bright ; 

1  feel  him  warm,  but  how  can  he 
Or  make  it  day  or  night  ? 

My  day  or  night  myself  I  make, 

Whene'er  I  sleep  or  play ; 
And  could  I  ever  keep  awake 

With  me  t'were  always  day. 

With  heavy  sighs  I  often  hear 
You  mourn  my  hapless  woe ; 

But  sure  with  patience  I  can  bear 
A  loss  I  ne'er  can  know. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 
My  cheer  of  mind  destroy  ; 

Whilst  thus  I  sing,  I  am  a  king, 
Although  a  poor  blind  boy. 


CoLLKY  ClBliElt. 
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PR  AVER  OY  THE  BMXD. 

BV  B.  B.  THATCHES,   I  «'(. 

Written  fur  tin:  Ladles'  Pair,  held  at  Knneuil  Hall,  for  Hie  ben 
•-fit  of  the  Institution  for  the  Instruction  of  iii«  Wind— Ma) 
1,  1833. 

(Set  to  miuic  by  C.  Ziaaer.) 

Holy  Father!  hear  thy  children, 

In  their  darkness  cry  to  Thee  ; 
Light  thou  hast  dented  their  eyelidf, — 

In  their  bosoms  let  it  be! — 

In  their  bosoms,  ill  their  bosoms, 

Let  the  ro«y  radiance  be. 

Father  !  thou  hast  taken  from  us 
All  the  fair  earth's  verdant  dyes, — 

Flower's  hue,  and  fountain's  lustre, 
And  the  bliss  of  loving  eyes, — . 

And  the  ocean  with  its  grandeur, 
And  the  glory  of  the  skies. 

Vet  thou  wilt  not  all  fhrgst  u§, 

Father,  in  Ihy  care  divine  ; 
Oh  '  open  the  souls  within  us. 

Let  the  lamp  of  knowledge  shine  ! 

Lend  us,  lead  us,  blessed  Suviour  ; 
Love  ub,  love  lis,  make  US  thinr. 

Then  we  shall  not  heed  the  ten 
Lowering  o'er  lift's  starless  «•», 

In  the  storm  and  in  1 1" 
Oroide  and  light  around  shall  be— 

Ami  within  uh,  Oh,  within  us, 

Simll  the  rosy  radian  i 


CI;e  iftti'roc 
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II   w  duly  did  the  muse  her  banquets  gild. 

Paithful  to  Iter  prosperity : 
In  every  palace  will  the  swallow  build! — 

Ah!  give  tlie  poor  one  eba 
But  sad  reverse — sudden  disease  appear*; 

Hi-r  eyes  are  quern-tied,  her  voice  is  gi 
And  here,  fur  lorn  and  poor,  for  twenty  J 

The  blind  one  kneel*  and  begs  alone. 
Who  once  so  prompt  her  gvueruus  aid  to  lend  ? 

What  iiaud  more  libend,  frank,  mod  free, 
Than  thai  she  fccarcely  ventures  to  extend  ? — 

Ah  !  give  the  poor  one  cjiarity  ! 
Alts  for  her*   I 

And  every  limb  grow  etiffwith  cold ; 
Tliat  r  ke  her  smile,  which  now 

Her  Ooieu  ... 
If  Uiuii  -,  her  heart 

Hj  pity  still  onstain'd  m"  \  be, 

-If  depart. 

An  !  (jive  the  bliuti  one  cihsxitv. 

Edinburgh  Rtruv. 
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TIIR    SURD    WOMVM. 

'hn  /■Vm./i  o/Ssreqetr.) 
It  IDOtrs,  it  snow*.  Imt  on  I  I  still 

sh.'  kneels  and  prays.  not  lifts  bsj  Is 
i  these  rag.  tun  1 1: 1 1  whieb  Uu 
shrill, 
Shivering  she  kneels,  and  walla  t,.r  bit  »l. 
Hither  oaon  mum  she  gropes  bat  weary  ».i\, 
\\  Intel  sad  rammer,  then 

Blind  i^  lite  wretched  eraal '.  well-<wL>\  !— 

Mi !  k'^'  ''"'  blind  om  cherHj  ! 
Ali!  once  to  dlflerent  did  thai  Ran  appear; 

Tlui  sunken  cheek,  that  colour  ».ui. 
Tin'  pslds  el  tlirengad  theatres,  to  bass 
Hal  voice,  enraptured  r.in-  raa  | 

In  rallies  ot  tears  befasa  her  beauty's  shdosb 

Which  of  us  luii  sol  bowed  the  kneel — 
\\  ho  ewes  ool  to  bar  Dharms  some  dreams  dMna 

Ah  !  give  tlie  blind  one  sharitj  ! 
Uo«  ort  when  from  the  arosedad  ipsrtU'ls, 

Homeward  Ivar  rapid  oowssrs  Be*  ; 
Adoring  crowds  would  on  her  footsteps  dwell. 

And  load  bunas  hoi  path  pursue. 
To  hand  bar  from  tlie  guttering  car.  thai  buie 

Her  home  to  scenes  of  mirth  air.. 
How  man}  rivals  throng'd  around  her  door— 

Ali !  give  the  blind  one  charity. 
When  all  the  arts  to  her  their  homage  paid, 

ll<>»  splendid  »as  lier  gay  abode; 
What  mirrors,  marbles,  bronsos,  weie  diapla] 

Tributes  bv  love  on  love  bestgw*d  : 


m&k  EMBER  2,  11 

1  mi:   f.I.IM)  BOY. 
The  day  ■  r\d  beautiful — 

The  bora  io  play  h»<j  gone — 
S»v,  the  door. 

And  as  Ihc  lone  of  n.errr  sport 

! '  :ind  from  g  lids 

••  ar. 

iy; 

Js, 
Ar.  -.ok  side  si- 

>  all 

:,d— 
.'.I  to  him, 

. 
And 

"tars 
» 
■  R  Ik-q  it  spanned  the  clouds 
Was  lost  unto  his  veht— 
Ar ■•'  "'  -.  and  »parV 

•Jl  to  Lim  wis  i,  . 

truths  came  fresh  into  his  mind, 
While  sitting  thus  apart: 
No  troodei  tl  at  ihc  Mr  drcp  I 

And  heaTy  was  his  ' 
Ah,  linle  did  the  youthful  throne;, 

-o  hearts  were  lull  o 
1     Bsjel  upon  the  lonely  situ 
Of  that  peer  s'chlless  bo*  .' 
-a    -    be*. 
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Taken  from  Atkinson's  Casket,  or  Gems  of  Literature, 
Wit  and  Sentiment.   February,  1833.   Philadelphia": 
Samuel  Coate  Atkinson. 
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POETIiY. 


From  the  Juvenile  Miscellany  for  September  and  October. 
On  the  meeting  of  die  blind   pupils  from   the  ■Institution  at 

Boston,  with  the  deaf  and  dumb,  and  the  deaf,  dumb,  and 

blind,  at  the  Asylum  in  Hartford. 

One  of  the  most  inl  resting  circumstances,  connected  with 
the  scene  above-mentioned,  was  the  delight  expressed  by 
llie  deal  and  dumb  were  net  blind, — Btnl  the  blind 

that  Uiey  were  not  ib  i/  arid  dumb: — while  she,  the  poor,  lone 
one, "who  could  n<  ilher  ><  e,  hear,  not  speak,  testified  emotion 
at  being  made  land,  that  the  eyes  of  the  slranger- 

i  were  scaled  like  her  own. — Th  ■ler«/o- 

ing  good  as  the  most  sublime  of  all  sciences,  could  not  look 
without  delight  upon  the  teacher  of  the  blind  ;  who,  not  only 
in  his  native  bind,  but  among  the  Greeks  end  barbarians, — 
in  prison  and  in  peril,  has  rendered  in  early  manhood,  servi- 
ces to  iho  <•  throny,  which  few  arc  privileged  to 
trace  upon  the  annals  of  piolonged  life. 

Am  ipfrom  dia'ant  homes, 

In  youth,  and  health,  and  rope  are  litre, — 
But  yet  some  Inti  m< 

To  mark  their  lot  with  frown  severe  ; 
And  on e  there  is,  upon  whose  soul 

Affliction's  thrice-wreath'd  chain  is  laid, 
Mute  sirauger,'mi  I  a  world  of  sound, 

And  lock'diu  midnight's  deepest  shade. 

Amid  that  group  her  curious  hands, 

O'er  brow  and  in-->,  intently  s'ray; 
Hath  sympathy  Iter  heart-strings  wrung, 

That  -lie  turns  away  .' 

II  r  mvstic  thoughts  we  may  not  tell, — 
For  inaccessible  and  hue. 
their  hermit- 
Save  thai  which  lights  the  Eternal  Throne. 

Bui  tin  1 

lu  bright  Creation's  boundless  siorc. 
In  sun.  and  moon  and  peopled  shado, 

And  flowers  dial  gem  earth's  \crdanl  floor; — 
In  fond  affection'*  miV, 

In  gract 
And  all  those  charms  that  Beauty  sheds 

On  human  form  and  lace  divine. 

While  they,  to  whom  the  oih  of  day 

Was  nuerich'd  in  "ever  during  dark," 
Adored  thai  intellectual  ray 

U  hich  »  nics  the  s'.ih  a  glow-worm  spark  ; 
And  in  the  blest  communion  joy'd, 

Yt  hich  though!  to  thought  doth  deftly  bind. 
And  hid  esch  m^c 

The  nevi  i-«  asti  d  wealth  of  mind. 

And  closer  to  their  souls  they  bnnni! 

The  bliss  oi  music's  raplured  thrill, 
That  '  i  i  ked  melody"  of  sound, 

Whi<  h  gives  lo  man  Ihe  seraph's  skill. 
So  th<\  .  on  whose  young  brows  had  iwmcd 

T'n  •  warmth  of  I'Uv's  tearful   ! 
Each  in  his  broken  censor  bimv'd 

Tho  int    :.  e  i  i  exulting  praise. 

Yes, — they  win  m  kind  Compassion  deetn'd 

Scautly  with  Nature's  gilts  endued. 
1'onr'il  frrshi  St  from  iom's  lounl 

The  gushing  tide  ol  gratitude. 
And  with  that  tide  a  moral  ilow'd. — 

A  deep  reproofto  ih  ise  who  share 
Of  light",  and  sound,  and  speech,  the  bliss, 

T.  t  coldly  thank  the  Gioei  '.<  .  L.  H.S. 
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POETRY, 


The  following  Hymn  was  sung  by  the  Blind  at  (he  exhibition 
in  Philadelphia,  on  Thursday  evening,  Nov.  21st. 
"O,  Thou  great  and  gracious  Being, 

To  all  creatures  ever  kind  ! 
Source  of  vision  to  the  seeing, 
Friend  and  Father  of  the  Blind  ! 

"Joys  of  sight !  they  arc  denied  us  : 

Let  thy  holy  will  be  done  ! 
In  our  blindness  thou  will  guide  ns, 

Thou.  O  God,  our  Light,  our  Sun  ! 

"Through  the  sounds  that  fnll  and  linger, 

On  the  eager,  list'nii.gear  ; 
Through  the  quick-discerning  finger, 

Bidding  darkness  disappear  ; 

"Thro'  the  friends  whom  thou  hast  given, 

And  whosr  hearts  thv  love  controls, 
Thou  art  pouring  down  from  Heaven, 

Learning's  light  upon  our  souls. 

"Now  no  ills  our  hearts  shall  sadden, 

They  shall  know  no  painful  fears  ;• 
Though  our  eyes  no  sun-beams  gladden, 

They  shall  stream  no  more  with  tears." 


I     r  3  r" 

THE  METROPOLITAN  SONGSTER.  65 

Tlie  Blind  Beggar  Boy. 

(An  Original  Ballad,  written  by  Wilmington  Fleming.) 
Air—"  On  this  Cold  Flinty  Rock." 
O,  ye  who  have  riches  and  comfort  in  store, 

Whose  days  are  still  brighten'd  by  joy  ; 
Spurn  not  the  poor  outcast,  that  sues'at  your  door, 
But  pity  a  little  blind  boy  ! 

In  our  desolate  cabin,  my  sick  mother  pines, 
While  cheerless  I  roam  my  sad  way  ; 

Nor  comfort  I  hail,  tho'  the  day  fast  declines, 
No  friend,  but  my  faithful  old  Tray. 

So  weary  and  faint,  I  no  farther  can  go, 
On  this  cold  stone  permit  me  to  rest, 

Alas  !  my  poor  mother!  from  sickness  and  woe, 
As  cold  now  may  be  thy  fond  breast. 

O  !  did  I  despair,  when  such  goodness  was  near, 

With  joy  now  I  hasten  away  ; 
With  comfort  and  hope,  my  lone  parent  to  cheer, 

Now  guide  me,  my  faithful  old  Tray. 
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From  Bulwer's  "Last  days  of  Pompeii.'' 

THE   BLIND   FLOWER  GIRL'S    SONG. 
Buy  .my  flowers — O  buy,  I  pray, 

The  blind  girl  comes  from  afar; 
If  Hie  earth  be  as  fair  as  I  hear  them  say, 

These  flowers  her  children  are  ! 
Do  ihey  her  beauty  keep  ! 

They  are  fresh  from  iter  lap,  I  know ; 
For  I  caught  them  fast  asleep 

In  her  arms  an  hour  ago, 
Willi  the  air  which  is  her  breath— 
Her  soft  and  delicate  breath — 

Over  them  murmuring  low  ! 

On  their  lips  her  sweet  kiss  lingers  yet, 
And  their  cheeks  with  tender  tears  are  wet. 
For  she  weeps — that  genlle  mother  weeps— 
(As  mora  and  night  her  watch  she  keeps, 
With  a  yearning  heart  and  a  passionate  care) 
To  see  the  young  tilings  grow  so  fair  ; 
She  Weeps — for  iove  she  weeps, 
And  the  dews  are  the  tears  she  wcerjs, 

From  the  well  of  a  mother's  love  ! 
Ye  have  a  world  of  light, 

Where  love  in  the  lov'd  rejoices  ; 
But  the  blind  girl's  home  is  the  house  of  night, 
And  its  beings  are  empty  voices. 

As  one  in  the  realm  below, 

I  stand  by  the  streams  of  woe  ; 

1  hear  the  vain  shadows  glide, 

I  feel  their  soft  breath  at  my  side, 

And  I  thirst  the  lov'd  forms  to  see, 
And  I  stretch'  my  fond  arms  around, 
And  I  catch  but  shapeless  sound, 

For  the  living  are  ghosts  to  me. 

Come  buy — come  buy  ! — 
Hark  !  how  the  sweet  things  sigh, 
.  (For  they  have  a  voice  like  ours) 
"The  breath  of  the  Blind  Girl  closes 
The  leaves  of  the  saddening  roses — 
We  are  tender,  we  sons  of  light, 
We  shrink  from  this  child  of  night  ; 
From  the  grasp  of  the  Biind  Girl  free  us  ; 
We  yearn  for  ihe  eyes  that  see  us  ; — 
'We  are  for  night  ico  gay. 
•In  your  eyes  we  behold  the  da}' — 
.    O  buy — O  buy  the  flowers  ! 


®mmumii^  wmx±: 
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For  the  < 'hrigliaii  W  I 
THE  BLIND  BOY'S   THOUGHTS   ON   THE  I 
OF  SPRING, 
They  tell  me,  that  the  trees  are  gn  en, 

Tlie  valleys  decked  with  flowers, 
But  what  to  me  (who  have  not  H 
Are  Spring's  enchanted  bow< 

They  tell  me,  thai  the  strain  I  hear, — 

That  gay  responsive  song 
Is  sung  by  birds,  that  wing  th 

And  waft  in  lighl  al 

A. ill  I  can  <■',  11  believe  the  won!. 

Though  wonderful  it  be  ; — 
And  fancy  that  1  tet  thai  bird 

Pour  forth  her  mil 

Ami  oil !  methinks  hoi 

The  plumagi  thai  she  v 
\\  hi  ii  upward  to  the  realms  of  da] 

Ih  i  song  of  praise  -I"-  bi 

But,  bring  im  joj  to  me, 

Tiny  only  wake  i:i\  .-.»»*!  ; 

They  make  ii  »wii  the  ci  rtaintv, 
I  of  the  n  I. 

1  can  i  i  n  hum  them  wbi  n  tbej 
That  flowi  i  ■  exhale  their  breath, 

\|"I  -iv    il  i"  die  u  inds,  that  plaj 
Along  the  bli  ah ! 


Ami  ah!  methinks,  how  In  ' 

How  lniutiAil  to  t 
Which  deck  young  Spring's  Elysiaj   : 

And  Bend  their 

I  dare  not  think  on  thing  i ! — 

They  tempt  me  to  repine, 

An. I,  e'l-n  to  aomel  tiie  light, 

Tbi 

But  oh!  ih.ro  is  a  light  wit! 

\    »   I  Oft  ; 

W  ben  hi  aven  poi  ;l, ; 

A\  b 

'J  in  re  i-  a  rliine  more  (air  to  \  iew, 

1  !  spirits  j 

1  •  .  Mill.— ii.. 

Ii  a  thi  1  '     .:r„  / 

1      "  I*  "•■•  i                  of  (aith, 
Till  perl  : 

i 
I 

v        .  .       ■  | 

On 

l  lift  nq  mice,  in  pi 

\ii.l  thank  him  tl       | 

Fori 

In  charm  i 

..jse 
'  D*W.   II. 
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POETRY 

From  the  Philadelphia  Herald. 
The  following  is  an  address  delivered  at  the  exhibition  of 
the  blind,  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  at  the  Musical  Fusel 
Hall,  by  J.  H.  Gray,-one  of  the  pupils,  a  lad  about  eleven 
years  of  age,  and  who  has  been  but  three  months  in  the 
institution. 

THE  BLIND. 
The  bird,  that  never  tried  his  wing, 
!Can  blithely  hop  and  sweetly  sing ; 
Though  prisoned  in  a  narrow  cage, 
Till  his  bright  feathers  droop  with  age; 
So  I,  while  never  blest  with  sight, 
Shut  out  from  Heaven's  surrounding  light, 
Life's  hours,  and  days,  and  years  enjoy, 
Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 
The  captive  bird  may  never  float 
Through  heaven,  or  pour  the  thrilling  note 
'Mid  shady  groves,  by  pleasant  streams 
That  sparkle  in  the  soft  moonbeams; 
Bui  he  may  gaily  flutter  round 
Within  his  prison's  scanty  bound, 
And  give  his  soul  to  song,  for  he 
Ne'er  longs  to  taste  sweet  liberty. 
Ph  !  may  I  not  as  happy  d.vell, 
Within  my  unillumined  cell? 
May  I  riot  leap,  and  sing,  and  play, 
*  And  turn  my  constant  night  to  day? 

I  never  saw  the  sky,  the  sea, 
The  earth  was  never  green  to  mt, 
Then  why",  oh,  why  should  I  jepine 
For  blessings  that  were  never  mine? 
Think  not  that  blindness  makes  me  sad  : 
My  thoughts  like  yours,  are  often  glad. 
Parents  1  have  who  love  me  well — 
Their  different  voices  I  can  tell. 


Though  far  and  absent,  I  can  hear, 

In  dreams,  their  music  meet  my  ear. 

Is  there  a  star  so  dear  above, 

As  the  low  voice  of  one  you  love ! 

I  liever  saw  my  father's  face ; 

Yet  on  his  forehead,  when  I  place 

My  hand,  and  feel  the  wrinkles  there, 

Left  less  by  time  than  anxious  care, 

I  fear  the  world  has  sights  of  wo, 

To  knit  the  brows  of  manhood  so. 

I  sit  upon  a  father's  knee — • 

He'd  love  me  less  if  I  could  see. 

I  never  saw  my  mother's  smile  ; 

Her  gentle  tones  my  heart  beguile — 

They  fall  like  distant  melody, 

They  are  so  mild  and  sweet  to  me. 

She  murmurs  not — my  mother  dear! 

Though  sometimes  I  have  kissed  the  tear 

From  her  soft  cheek,  to  tell  the  joy 

One  smiling  word  would  give  her  boy. 

Right  merry  was  I  every  da)  ! 

Fearless  to  run  about  and  play 

With  sisters,  brothers,  friends  and  all, 

To  answer  to  their  sudden  call, 

To  join  the  ring,  to  speed  the  chase, 

To  find  each  playmate's  hidingplace, 

And  pass  my  hand  across  his  brow 

To  tell  him— I  could  do  it  now  ! 

Yet  though  delightful  flew  the  hours, 

go  passed  in  childhood's  peaceful  bowers, 

vVhen  all  were  gone  to  school  but  I, 

I  used  to  sit  at  home  and  sigh  ; 

And  though  I  never  longed  to  view 

The  earth  so  green,  the  sky  so  blue, 

I  thought  I'd  give  the  world  to  look 

Along  the  pages  of  a  book. 

Now,  since  I've  learned  to  read  and  write, 

My  heart  is  filled  with   new  delight. 

Arid  music  too — can  there  be  found 

A  sight  so  beautiful  as  sound? 

Tell  me,  kind  friends,  in  one  short  word — 

Am  I  not  like  that  captive  bird? 

J  live  in  song,  and  peace  and  joy, 

Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 
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From  the  "  Lait  Da  Ol*  Arnlhor  of 

"  Eti<_r 
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Hoy  my  IV  , 

Tin-  blind  girl  com* 
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THE  BLIND  BOY. 

FROM   A   SPECIMEN   OF   PRINTING   IN    RELIEF,   FOR   THE 
USE    OF    THE    BLIND*. 

The  bird,  that  never  tried  his  wing, 

Can  blithely  hop  and  sweetly  sing, 

Though  prison'd  in  a  narrow  cage, 

Till  his  bright  feathers  droop  with  age ; 

So  I,  while  never  bless'd  with  sight, 

Shut  out  from  heaven's  siirroundirig  light, 

Life's  hours,  and  days,  and  years  eiijoy, 

Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 

That  captive  bird  may  never  float 

Through  heaven,  or  pour  his  thrilling  note1 

'Mid  shady  groves,  by  pleasant  streams 

That  sparkle  in  the  soft  moon-beams ; 

But  he  may  gaily  flutter  round 

Within  his  prison's  scanty  bound, 

And  give  his  soul  to  song,  for  lie 

Ne'er  longs  to  taste  sweet  liberty. 

Oh !  may  I  not  as  happy  dwell 

Within  my  unillumined  cell  ? 

May  I  not  leap,  and  sing,  and  play, 

And  turn  my  constant  night  to  day  ? 

I  never  saw  the  sky,  the  sea, 

The  earth  was  never  greet!  to  me' : 

Then  why,  Oh,  why  should  I  repine 

For  blessings  that  were  never  mine  ? 

Think  not  that  blindness  makes  me  sad, 

My  thoughts,  iike  yours,  are  often  glad. 

Barents  I  have,  who  love  me  well, 

Their  different  voices  I  can  tell. 

Though  far  and  absent,  I  can  Iiear^ 

In  dreams,  their  music  meet  my  ear. 

Is  there  a  star  so  dear  above 

As  the  low  voice  of  one  you  love? 

I  never  saw  my  father's  face, 

Yet  on  his  forehead  when  I  place  
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My  hand,  and  feel  the  wrinkles  there, 

Left  less  by  time  than  anxious  care, 

I  fear  the  world  has  sights  Of  woe, 

To  knit  the  brows  of  manhood  so. 

I  sit  upon  my  father's  knee : 

He'd  love  me  less  if  I  could  see. 

I  never  saw  my  mother  smile: 

Her  gentle  tones  my  heart  begtflle. 

They  fall  like  distant  melody, 

They  are  so  mild  and  sweet  to  flie. 

She  murmurs  not — my  mother  clear ! 

Though  sometimes  I  have  kissed  the  tear 

From  her  soft  cheek,  to  tell  the  joy 

One  smiling  word  would  give  lief  boy. 

Bight  merry  wag  I  every  day ! 

Fearless  to  run  about  and  play 

With  sisters,  brothers,  friends,  and  all, 

To  answer  to  their  sudden  call, 

To  join  the  ring,  to  speed  the  chase, 

To  find  each  playmate's  hiding-place, 

And  pass  my  hand  across  his  brow, 

To  tell  him  I  cotild  do  it  now ! 

Yet  thmigh  delightful  flew  the  hours, 

So  pass'd  in  childhood's  peaceful  bowers, 

When  all  were  gone  to  school  but  I, 

I  used  to  sit  at  home  and  sigh ; 

And  though  I  never  long'd  to  view 

The  earth  so  green,  the  sky  so  blue, 

I  thought  I'd  give  the  world  to  look 

Along  the  pages  of  a  book. 

Now  since  I've  learn'd  to  read  and  write, 

My  heart  is  fill'd  with  new  delight ; 

And  music  too, — can  there  be  found 

A  sight  so  beautiful  as  sound  ? 

Tell  me,  kind  friends,  in  one  short  word, 

Am  I  not  like  that  captive  bird  ? 

I  live  in  song,  and  peace,  and  joy, 

Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 

Park  Benjamin,  of  Boston,  N.  America. 
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"MELANIE,  AND  OTHER  POEMS,  BY  N.  P.  WILLIS. 
EDITED  BY  BARRY  CORNWALL." 

Alas  !  thought  we,  on  reading  this  titlepage,  is  Willis  dead  1  Then 
America  has  lost  one  of  the  most  promising  of  her  young  poets. 
We  had  seen  him  not  many  months  before  in  high  health  and  spirits, 
and  had  much  enjoyed  his  various  and  vivacious  conversation, 
which  we  felt,  we  knew  not  well  wherefore,  to  be  more  onexcep- 
tionably  agreeable  than  that  of  any  one  of  our  many  other  friends — 
Wyclille  excepted — 

"  Who  see  the  Atlantick  wave  their  morn  restore." 
Cut  off  in  his  prime  1  We  remembered  his  lines  to  his  mother — 
and  our  hearts  were  sad.  But  why  weep  for  him — the  accomplished 
■  acquaintance"  of  an  hour  !  "  Peace  to  his  ashes  !"  we  sighed — 
and  laying  down  the  volume — posthumous  as  we  supposed — poor 
Willie's  Remains — we  walked  out  into  the  sunshine,  and  began  hum- 
ming an  old  song.  Meeting  an  admirer  of  his  genius,  we  lugubri- 
ously croaked — "N.  P.  Willis  is  dead  !"  "  Alive  and  kicking,"  was 
the  shocking  reply.  "  We  .-aw  his  Remains — quarter  past  meridian 
— edited  by  Mr.  undertaker-General — Barry  Cornwall!"  "Buried 
they  may  b< — but  the  '  man-alive' — the  day  before  yesterday — was 
sitting  as  fresh  as  a  four-year  old,  in  the  Athenaeum  Club.  Here's 
a  letter  from  him  with  that  datl — franked  Mahon."  We  smote  the 
pavce  thncc  with  the-  crutch  in  the  vocative-  case,  each  dint  emitting 
fire — exclaiming,  "  that  boy,"  (meaning  Barry,)  "  will  be  the  death 
of  us."  It  was  quite  a  dramatick  scene — and  the  catastrophi 
a  dinner  at  the  British — where  we  discussed  the  merits  of  the  bril- 
liant American  over  half  a  dozen  of  champagne — the  sparkling  alter- 
nating with  the  still— emblematical  nt  his  poetry — one  bottle  haying 

been  sent  away — after  each  of  us  had  attempted  in  a  glass  of  It  the 

health  of  the  Undertaker — for,  over  and  above  being  vapid,  it  had 
that  unaccountable  taste — ycleped  of  cork. 

ON  THE  PICTIBEOF  A  GIRL  LEADING  HER  DL1ND  MOTHER  THBOI'OII  THE  WOOD. 

"The  preen  leaves  a-  we  pass 
Laj  their  light  fingers  on  thee  unaware, 
hazela  cluster  fair, 

And  the  low  forest  grass 
Grows  green  and  silken  where  the  woodpaths  wind — 
Alas'  for  thee,  sweet  mother!  thou  art  blind! 

And  nature  is  all  bright  . 
And  thl  I"  the  dawn, 

Jake  foldBti  curtains  from  the  day  are  drawn  ; 

And  evening's  purple  light 
Quivers  in  ti  ftnesson  the  sky — 

Alas'  sweet  mother !  for  thy  clouded  i 

The  moon's  new  silver  shell 
Trembles  above  thee,  and  the  stars  float  up. 
In  the  blue  air.  and  the  rich  tulip's  cup 

Is  pencLU'd  passing  well, 
And  the  swift  birds  oh  glorious  pinions  flee — 
Alas  !  sweet  mother  !  that  thou  canst  not  see  ! 

And  the  kind  looks  of  friends 

Peruse  the  sad  expression  in  ih\  face. 
And  the  child  stops n  liis  bounding  race, 

And  the  tall  stripling  1 1 
Low  to  thine  ear  with  duty  unfo 
Alas'  sweet  mother!  that  thou  seest  them  mH1. 

Hut  thou  canst  hear!  and  love 
May  richly  on  a  human  tone  be  pour'd, 
Ami  the  least  cadence  of  a  whispcr'd  word 

A  daughter's  love  may  provn — 
And  while  l  speak  thou  knowest  if  I  smile. 
Albeit  thou  canst  not  see  my  lace  the  while! 

Yes,  thou  canst  hear  !  and  He 
Who  on  thy  sightless  eve  its  darkness  hung, 
TotUe  attentive  ear.  like  harps,  hath  strung 

Heaven  and  earth  and  sea  ' 
And  'lis  a  lesson  in  our  hearts  to  know, 
With  but  one  srnsc  tilt  soul  may  ovcrflotc." 

These  lines  to  our  mind  are  worth  the  whole  of  "Melanie,"  were 

it  twice  as  good  as  it  is  ;  for  in  them  a  holj  feeling  is  at  once  "  law 
and  impulse,"  and  Mr.  Willis  has  onlv  to  compose  often  in  that  strain 
— suitable  to  so  many  affections,  and  by  them  sure  to  be  inspired — 
and  he  will  not  fail  to  please  on  all  sides  of  the  Atlantick. 
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the:  blind  peasant  and  his  wife. 

And  still  it  was  her  nightly  prayer 
To  live  to  close  his  sightless  eyes  ; 

For  this  her  torturing  pains  to  bear, 
Then  sink  in  death  ere  morning  rise. 

Who,  were  she  gone,  the  staff  would  guide 
With  which  he  feels,  amiss,  his  way  ? 

Who,  careful,  lay  the  stone  aside, 

That  might  his  tottering  footsteps  stay  .' 

Who  lead  him  to  the  sheltered  stile 
That  fronts  the  sun  at  noontide  hour  ? 

And  watch  the  rising  clouds  the  while 
To  warn  him  of  the  gathering  shower  ?•' 

With  steadfast  hope,  and  faith  serene, 
The  humble  prayer  of  duteous  love, 

Poured  ardent  fourth  in  anguish  keen,    ' 
Was  heard  where  mercy  rules  above  ! 

Lady  Dacfe. 


CHRISTIAN     WATCHMAN. 


BOSTON,  JUNE  10,  183G. 


From  the  Am.  Monthly  Magazine. 
THE  LITTLE  BLIND  BOY. 

0,tell  me  the  form  of  the  soft  summer  air, 
That  tosses  so  gently  the  curls  of  my  hair, 
It  breathes  on  my  lips,  and  it  fans  my  warm  cheek, 
But  gives  me  no  answer,  though  often  I  speak. 
I  feel  it  play  o'er  me,  refreshing  and  light, 
And  yet  cannot  touch  it,  because  I've  no  sight. 
And  music,  what  is  it?  and  where  does  it  dwell? 
I  sink  and  I  mount  with  its  cadence  and  swell, 
While  thrilled  to  my  heart  with  the  deep-going  strain, 
Till  pleasure  excessive  seems  turning  to  pain. 
Now,  what  the  bright  colours  of  music  may  be 
Will  any  one  tell  me  ?  for  I  cannot  see. 
The  odors  of  flowers  that  are  hovering  nigh, 
What  are  they  ?  on  what  kind  of  wings  do  they  fly  ? 
Are  these  shining  angels  who  come  to  delight 
A  poor  little  child  that  knows  nothing  of  sight? 
The  face  of  the  sun  never  comes  to  my  mind, 
Oh!  tell  me  what  light  is,  because  I  am  blind. 
Newburyport,  Mass.  H.  F.  G. 
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Frurn  the  London  New  Monllilr  for  February. 
THE    BLIND    MAN'S    BRIDE. 

BY    HOM.    MBS.   KOuTO*. 

When  firs',  Beloved,  i'l  vanished  hours 

The  blind  man  sought  thy  love  to  gain, 
They  taid  thy  rh;ek  was  bright  ae  flowers 

New  freshen'd  by  the  rummer  rain  : 
They  suiu  thy  movements,  swift  jet  soft, 

Were  6>ich  as  make  the  winged  dove 
Seem,  as  it  gently  soars  aloft, 

The  image  of  repose  and  love. 

They  told  mc,  too,  an  eager  crowd 

Ot  wooers  praised  thy  beauty  rare, 
Bui  that  thy  I  eart  was  ail  too  proud 

A  common  love  to  meet  or  share. 
All  !  thini:  was  neither  prid;  nor  scorn, 

liul  in  tl.y  coy  and  virgin  breast 
Dwelt  prclerence  not  of  I'aesion  born, 

The  love  that  haili  a  holier  rest! 

Days  came  and  went : — ihy  step  I  heard 

Panic  frequent,  as  it  tns»'d  me  by  ; — 
Days  came  ai.d  went  : — thy  heart  was  stirred 

And  answer'd  to  my  etiflcd  sigh  f 
And  thou  didst  rn  ike  a  humble  choice, 

Content  to  be  the  blind  man's  bride  ; 
Who  loved  thee  lor  thy  gende  voice, 

And  owned  no  joy  om  earth  beside. 

And  well  by  that  sweet  voice  I  knew 

(\\i  nOUl  (hi    I. appinesa  nf  aighl) 
Thy  yeurs,  as  yet,  weie  glad  and  ' 

Thy  smile,  mo  J  biigbi  : 

I  knew  how  lull  of  Love's  own  groee 

The  beauty  Of  llrf  form  must  be; 
And  Fancy  idolized  the  ia<-e 

Whose  loveliness  1  might  not  see  f 


Oh  !  happy  were  those  days,  Beloved  ! 

I  almost  ceased  fur  lieht  to  pine 
When  through  the  summer  vales  we  roved, 

Thy  fund  hand  gently  linked  in  mine. 
Thv  soft    Good  night'  still  m  rcd 

The  unbroken  daikm-Es  of  roy  doom  ; 
And  thy  '  Good  morrow,  love  '  endeared 

The  suurisi  which  relumed  in  gloom  ! 

At  lenrh,  as  years  rolled  swiftly  on, 

snoke  to  me  of  Time's  decay — 
Of  roses  from  thy  smooth  cheek  gone, 

And  ebon  ringlets  turned  lo  grey. 
Ah  !  then  1  btett  the  sightless  eye* 

_  Winch  could  no;  feel  the  deepening  shade, 
JNor  watch  beneath  ■urceedin.'  sk  es 
Tny  withering  beauty  faintly  fade. 

/  siw  no  paleneas  on  thy  check, 
No  lines  upon  l  «mooth,— 

B  it  s-.ill  the  eusto  MA.i    heard  ihee  tptak, 
In  accents  made  to  bless  and  m 

8UII  he  could  feel  thy  guiding  hand 

woodlands  wild  we  ranged,— 

Sull  in  the  •  imcner  light  could  stand, 
And  know  thy  hsaet  at«l  voice  unchanged. 

A       still,  beloved,  till  life  growe  cold 
cr  'neath  a  genial  sky, 
And  only  know  n  at  we  are  old 

ring  happy  years  gone  by  : 
I  i  to  au  art  still  as  fair 

At  when  those  happy  years  began, 

When  firr  tbou  cam  st  to  soothe  and  thare 
The  sorrows  of  a  sight «  m  man  ! 

Olu  Time,  who  changes  all  below, 

To  wean  men  gently  (or  the  grave, 
Hath  brought  us  no  increase  of  wo, 
leaves  us  all  he  ever  gave  : 
I  am  still  a  helpless  lhj| 

ae  darkened  world  la  cheered  by 

iuu  art  ahe  whose  beauty's  Spring 

blind  man  vainly  yearned  to  see  i 
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LINES 
Recited  at  the  Exhibition  of  the  Blind  at  the  First  Pretbytenan  Church, 
Richmond,  Va.  Jan.  23, 103*,  by  Jostpb  U.  Smith,  a  blind  boy. 

UY    PJRK    BENJAMIN. 

The  bird  that  never  tried  his  wing 
Can  bHthely  hop  and  sweetly  sing, 
Though  prison'd  in  a  narrow  cage — 
Till  bil  bright  feathere  droop  with  age. 
So  I,  though  never  blesi'd  with  tight, 
Sliut  out  from  Heaven'i  surrounding  light. 
Life's  hours  and  days  and  years  enjuy — 
Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 
That  captive  birJ  may  never  fhial 
Through  heaven,  or  pour  his  thrilling  not* 
Midst  shady  groves,  by  pleasant  streams, 
That  sparkle  in  the  soft  moonbeams  : 
But  he  may  gaily  (Inner  round. 
Within  his  prison's  scanty  bound. 
And  give  his  soul  to  song,  for  he 
Ne'er  lungs  to  taste  sweat  liberty. 
Oh,  may  I  not  as  happy  dwell 
Within  mine  unillumiaed  call  f 

I  not  leap  and  ain»  and  play. 
Ami  tarn  my  ItltlHHnl  night  to  slay  ? 
I  never  saw  the  skies,  the  sea — 
The  canh  was  DC  me: 

Then  why,  oh  why  should  I  I 
For  blessings  that  were  never  mine? 
Tli ink  nut  that  blindness  makes  me  sad — 
My  thoughts,  like  your*,  are  often  glad  : 
Parents  I  have,  who  love  me  well — 
Their  different  voiees  I  ran  tell  : 
Though  far  and  ab'ent,  I  can  hear 
In  dreams  their  muilr  meet  my  ear. 
Is  there  n  star  so  dear  above 
As  the  low  voice  of  one  we  love  f 
I  cannot  see  my  father's  fu 
But  on  his  forehead  when  I  place 
My  hand,  un.l  feel  lite  wrinkles  there. 


s  by  time  than  anxious  care, 
I  fear  the  world  has  tights  of  woe. 
To  knit  the  brow  of  manhood  so. 
I  tit  upon  my  father's  knee — 
He'd  love  me  less  if  I  could  see. 
?r  saw  my  mother  smile — 
Her  gentle  tones  my  heart  beguile ; 
They  fail  like  distant  melody, 
They  are  so  mild  aad  tweet  to  me. 
She  murmurs  not,  my  mother  dear — 
Bit  sometime!  I  have  kissed  the  wax 
From  her  soft  cheek,  to  icJI  the  joy 
One  smiliag  word  would  give  her  boy. 
Bight  merry  was  I  every  day, 
Fearless  u> runabout  and  play 

.  t  and  all ; 
To  answer  to  their  sudden  call— 

-to  speed  the  chase — 
To  find  each  playmate's  hiding-place— 
To  pus  mv  hand  across  his  brow 
To  tell  him— I  could  do  it  now. 

ough  delightful  flew  the  hours, 

v«od't  peaeefe!  bowers, 
!  weir  gone  to  acbool  but  I, 
I  otei  to  tit  at  home  and  tigfc ; 
And  though  I  never  longed  to  view 
The  earth  ao  green,  the  sky  ao  blue, 
I  thought  I'd  give  the  world  to  look 
Along  the  pages  of  a  book. 
Now  since  I've  learn'd  to  read  and  write, 

If,  is  fill  J  with  new  delight ; 
And  music  loo— can  there  be  found,' 
A  sight  so  (vevit.f  jf*»t  sound  f 
Tell  me,  kind  friends,  in  one  shon  word. 
Am  I  not  like  that  captive  bird  ' 
I  live  in  song,  in  peace  and  jay — 
Though  blind,  a  merry  -hearted  boy. 
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[From  (lie  Baltimore  Monument.] 
Till:    BUND    GRANDMOTHER. 

BY  •■..'..•.  a    ••:  m.i  v  fUIIZ. 
Tln-v   led  hi  r  :i!>;ng  U)  sit  by  lllfl 

Of  the  coucb,  where  ha  only  grandchild  died, 
Where  ii  lay  in  ihe  IimsIi  of  thai    deep    ii  , 
Which  to  earthly  .-mind-  no  awakening 
Like  a  lily,  plucked  in  it*  early  bloom, 
Toadorn  the  bulla  of  the  quiet  tomb. 

1 1  i  I  the  cherul  le  bended  low, 

And    he  pressed  her  lipe  on  hia   marl 

Wbilsi  bet  ngi  d  form  iei  mod  bursting  with  sighs ; 

'i       loan  gushed  out  from  her  lighlli 

And  fell  midst  the  locka  of  ibioing  ii  lir, 

Ah  though  an  angi  I  had  crowned  him  there 

Willi  a  i  liijilil.  WOVS  in  Iiih  own  bright  land, 

or  pi  .ii-  .mil  guiij  iroin  it*  •uiinv  ttraajd. 

Thai  by  thai  <  bild  ao 

ng  in  hi  avon  hi 
i'd  I"  r  spirit  had  flown  la  the  - 

in  il  .hi. I  . 

I        J   (i  II  mi    1!  • 
\ 

de  'ill  ihould  nicel  ihi  ■  on  ibii  • 
Tin-  morn 

M\  -mil  ii  mail 
E'en  the  laal  Bi  de  wind  bai  hlm%n 

Frnoi  the  old  in 

Thou  n  :i-t  the  noli 
Which  bound  m  .til,  : 

Now    •  lirth, 

\  nd  yearns  with  tin 


Wo!   that  I  >    :be  beautiful  should  fade. 

■  d^ik  wing-  on  bright  hopes  be  laid. 

They  t'i'.u  me  thoa  wrrt  fair, 
Thai  ibim 
Ami  theaun'sbrbj  n  angels  w 

Idcn  hair, 
And  (.Ii  !    Ih  I  n  us  lh«  b,r 

I  _'.'it  of  beai en. 

Thy  lip"  Ii 
A«  Ihe  zephyr  which  conies  at  daylight's  rlose 
wooing  ill.   bean  of  a  dewv  rose; 
And  tin 

■*  grow. 

Bui  BOJ, 

I ' 

Wnl, 

■ 

i.  kali  »;.. 
And  si  il,.  .,  |  |,3,  oru.. 

laid  Inm  away  ,n  the  leafy  »h*d* 

■ 

Held 

An.l  llTt 

>     »ro, 

1 

Thai 
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THE  BLIND  OWL'S  LAME* 

From  Heaths  li'-K'k  of  Beauty  foi  I 
It  it  Mi  that  I  cannot  Me 

The  birds  and  dowers  of  spring  ; 
'Tis  not  that  beauty  seems  to  me 

A  dreamy  unknown  thing  : 
It  u  not  lliat  I  cannot  mark 

The  blue  and  sparkling  sky. 
Nor  Ocean's  foam,  nor  mountain  » 

Tils'.  anu  sigh 

The*  tell  nie  lhal  the  birds,  whose  note* 

Kail  rich,  snd  sweet,  and  full — 
That  these  1  listen  lo.  and  low  , 

An  MM  all  bcaulilul  : 
They  tell  mi    lint  llie  gayest  flu" 

W  Inch  sunshine  ever  brings, 
I  llir  OfsM  I  know  so  well, 

Hi.  .    J  scentless  things. 

My  Utile  brother  leads  me  forth 
To  Wtlare  llie  \  inlets  grow  ; 

His  genila,  light,  mi  nnuJ 

And  Lint  hood  I  kn.-w 
Mi  mother*!  vain  n  »uit  and  ■.> 

Like  music  on  my  ear  ; 
The  \.  sjra  teems  love, 

these  to  me  are  near. 

Hj  I  ■' :  •  r  twion  his  arms  around 

An. I  .lr.,«  s  me  l>>  Ins  breast, 
To  ki»s  the  ;>i>»r,  blind,  heljleis  girl 

He  says  he  tarn  the 
lis  then  I  ponder  unknnwi  (lungs, 

It  may  Ik- — weep,  or  - 
And  think  how  glorious  u  must  be 

To  meet  tffacuon '•  e\r  ! 


j:  t- 


THE 


YOUNG  ORATOR; 


NEW-YORK  CLASS  BOOK; 


ESPECIALLY    DESIGNED    TO    PREVENT 


DULLNESS  AND  MONOTONY 


READING  AND  DECLAMATION  OF  SCHOOLS. 


BY  THE  REV.   J.  TL.  BLAKE,  ».  ». 

AUTHOR    OF    THE    FIRST    BOOK    IN   ASTRONOMY  J     THE    HIGH    SCHOOL 
READER  ;   AND    OTHER  WORKS  ON  EDUCATION. 


FOURTH  EDITION. 


PHILADELPHIA: 

PUBLISHED   BY   HOOKER  &  CLAXTON, 
1889. 


-  iii  ■   ii 


m    ■' 

W 

l 

H 

i 

i  i 

1  ■  ■ 

Vl 

a$3 

'vj  KJ 

yf 

Do 


'"'».   DYING  BLUIO  BOY. 


""     ,,VIN'-   ,n,N"   W>¥  TO  ins  >.(,r,,, 
Mother,  I  am  thing  now; 

'M  damps  are  on  mv  I. 
'  menot;  each  pang  grow,  stronger. 

''  ■  d  a  little  long 

I      ugfa  dull  and  • 

u   lit,  ii'i.i  tak.   my  last  a«l: 

N  '  I  ■  :    . 
1 

u     le  I  ln.d  the  • 
1  utrv  hearth, 

All  l.i  make  \..ur  l,l,i.  ..rth. 

A         '  .in 

In  chonu  of  those  hyuu 

11    "  j  it  v,,,r  boy 

1  aid  joy. 

9    I  of  roooo  I  oontd  □ 

I ; 

M  ur  kiM*  m\  .-. 

I  I 

\ 

I         I  knew  'i  wa*  . 

\\         1 

\         I     •  It  the  wv 

I  I 

'  BOJ  child. 

U  ■•  mild  and  soft. 

And  the  j»m  lark  ► 
An.i  1  njet  ,i,)W 


THE   DYING  BLIND  BOY.  97 

And  I  smelled  the  wild  flower  blowing, 
And  the  bee  did  round  me  hum, 
Then  I  knew  the  spring  was  come. 

Forth  I  wandered  with  delight, 
And  I  knew  when  days  were  bright. 
When  I  climed  the  green  hill  side, 
Fancy  traced  the  prospect  wide; 
And  't  was  pleasant  when  I  pressed 
The  warm  and  downy  turf,  to  rest. 

Now  I  never  more  shall  roam 

The  many  paths  around  my  home; 

And  you  oft  will  look  in  vain, 

Nor  hail  your  wanderer  back  again; 

Never  more  on  tiptoe  creep, 

Where  he  lay  as  if  asleep; 

Or,  with  low  and  plaintive  moan, 

Humming  to  himself  alone, 

On  a  bed  of  wild  flowers  stretched, 

Starting,  when  a  kiss  you  snatched, 

Till  nature  whispered  't  was  my  mother, 

And  affection  gave  another. 

But  't  is  sweeter  thus  to  die 
With  my  tender  mother  by, 
Than  to  be  in  life  alone, 
When  she  and  every  friend  were  gone ; 
Mourn  not  o'er  me,  broken  hearted, 
Not  for  long  shall  we  be  parted; 
Soon  in  vales  which  ever  bloom, 
Which  unfading  flowers  perfume, 
In  realms  of  life,  and  light,  and  joy, 
You  will  meet  your  poor  blind  boy. 
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THE    FEMALE    CHARACTER. 

If  we  glance  at  those  domestic  relations  which 
woman  sustains,  she  appears  in  attitudes  highly  inter 
esting. 

Is  she  a  daughter?  She  has  a  strong  hold  on  the 
parental  bosom.  By  her  kind,  discreet,  obedient,  du- 
tiful conduct,  she  contributes  greatly  to  the  happiness 
of  those  who  tenderly  love  her  and  who  are  her  natural 
guardians  and  guides.  Or  by  the  opposite  conduct 
she  disappoints  their  hopes,  and  pierces  their  hearts 
with  sorrow.  Just  in  proportion  to  the  superior  strength 
and  tenderness  of  parental  affection,  is  the  happiness 
or  misery  resulting  from  the  kind  or  unkind  deport- 
ment of  a  daughter. 

Is  she  a  sister?  If  intelligent  and  virtuous,  she 
sheds  the  most  kindly  influence  on  the  little  circle  of 
kindred  spirits  in  which  she  daily   OB 

Is  she  a  wife?  The  relation  is  most  endearing,  and 
its  duties  most  important  Taken  originally  from  a 
place  near  man's  heart,  she  ia  Bret  t"  In-  hia  most 
kind,  affectionate,  and  faithful  partm  r.  To  contribute 
to  his  happiness  is  always  to  be  her  first  earthly  care. 
It  is  hers,  not  merely  to  amuse  his  leisure  hours,  but 
to  be  his  intelligent  companion,  friend,  and  couii 
lor;  his  second  self;  his  constant  and  substantial 
helper,  both  as  to  the  concerns  of  this  life,  and  as  to 
his  eternal  interests.  She  is  to  do  him  good  all  the 
days  of  her  life.  And  by  so  doing  to  dwell  in  the 
vicinity  of  his  heart,  till  separated  by  death. 

Is  she  a  mother?  It  is  hers  in  no  small  degree  to 
form  the  character  of  the  next  generation.  Constantly 
with  her  children,  having  the  chief  care  of  them  in 
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will  mane  ner  name  aear  to  mote  wbow  heart-stnngs  trem- 
ble to  the  tweet  atrs  of  poesy.  Have  you  ever  seen  the  '  Blind 
Girl,'  by  Mrs.  Osgood?" 

"  We  have  not." 

"  Well,  I  have  it  here.  Many  poets  have  written  of -blind 
girls  ;  it  seems  a  favorite  theme.  But  mini  of  them  have  tried 
to  imagi.-ie  too  much,  Mrs.  Osgood  relates,  in  pleasing  and 
natural  verse,  her  meeting  with  a  blind  girl :  and  in  doing  so, 
touches  the  heart  with- a  pleasing,  half-tad  emotion. 

•  I  wandered  to  the  garden 

And  thought,  at  firtt,  't  was  desolate; 
But  there,  half  hid,  with  eye-lids  closed, 
A  sweet,  unconscious  child  reposed — 
A  fairy  girl ;  her  soft  brown  hair 
Lay  floating  from  her  forehead  fair, 

Among  the  flowers  that,  in  her  play, 
She  'd  carcleis  thrown  around  her  tbrre 

Some  on  hur  white  dress  blooming  lay, 
Some  in  her  treses;  and  a  few 
CmshM  buds  of  blustnug,  rosy  hue, 
Within  her  little  hands  were  ptv- 
I  thought  the  fair  thing  was  at  real, 
And  bJiik ■•• 

I  thought  to  tea  her  start  and  wake. 
Ami  D  wilil  »UT] 

The  sweel  blue  i;,-ht  of  laughing  • 
Ah,  no  ' — tlioi  gh  .■!'•• 
Those  soft 

elad, 

.  — 
right, 
In  accent — oh  .  »ad, 

That  mocked  her  smili  I'd  light — 

I  km 

\n.l  wooden  I  at  th»t  slm 
1  li  u  not  Ellon,'  whispered  i. 

1  nut  Start,  «he  did  DOt 
; L.-irtil  on  m\ 
With  ull  n  child'*  unconscious  grnre. 

And  flow  Is   mi  tl  thought 

I        I)  w  itliin  her  dreaming 
■■ ; — I  thought  t.i  win, 

lie; 

Ml  !    -till  !.  . 

Still  closed  her  lids  in  slumber  meek! — 

•  Have  you  ne'i  i  I  ire  ?' 

.■low  fell  her  forehi  a.;. 
lifted   her  ■  me, 

W  bile  I 
And  half  f  in  blame, 
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THE    BLIND    DAUGHTER. 

Around  a  cottage  door 

Bright  honey-suckles  twined. 
And  rosea  of  the  richest  bloom 
Were  lavish  of  their  sweet  perfume,] 

To  charm  the  evening  wind. 
Not  yet  ilit-  sun  had  left  the  sky. 
Though  pule  the  moon  was  rising  high. 

Soft  fell  the  purple  light 

On  flower  and  guardian  tree; 
It  wandered  o'er  (he  nioaa.grown  eaves, 
And  played  omong  the  dancing  leave* 

Like  a  spirit — silently  ; 
At  last  il  found  a  resting  place 
Upon  a  pale  and  (ileal  luce. 

Alas,  for  earthly  joy  ! 

Deutli  had  been  bun  there  ; 
And  yet  M  lightly  did  he  paw 
Hi    hnd  nut  bent  one  blade  of  grass, 

Or  stirred  the  summer  air ; 
Bui  «li,  too  sorely  timed  Ins  dan 
Against  one  true  and  loving  heart. 

BmoOta  o'er  the  marble  DtOH 

I;  i  posed  thcglotisy  hair, 
While  here  and  there  a  tree*  of  gray, 
Amid  iih  jel-like  silver  ray, 

Tokened  "fgnrl  and  care; 
on  the  lips  there  lingered  yet 

The  seal  w  hull  porting  hive  bad  Mt 

WSke  hi  r  in    re 
Whether  wo, 

All  vainly  doth  her  loved  one  ivoob, 

Sin-  heeds  SOI  in  her  ilrrniiilr*M  strep 

Whose  tears  of  sorrow  i! 
All,  happy  that  aha  doll]  not  see 

111  I   dau;;liU  i'»  liojielusx  SgOBJ 

Wi,  r,.r  thai  w,  eping  girl ! 

Hers  is  a  mournful  hit ; 
Fur  though  her  i  data  bright 

An  -  in  the  starry  light, 

Like  them  ■as  teals 

1 1  irk  !  u  bile  Inr  tears  of  nnguith  Bow, 
Bhs  speaks  in  bn  low. 

I  Oodl  it  cannot  he — 

I  oeuld  hear  all  Inn  (hit, 
I  bavs  not  murmured  that  these  eyes 
Looked  not  upon  the  glorious  ski**. 

Thy  lioinr  of  light  and  hfana, 
I  asked  no  more  to  make  mr  bleat, 
Than  in  my  liioiher'sBrms  to  reat. 
Her  voice  was  always  soft — 

I  never  knew  ii  chide ; 

Andollen  when  I'd  hear  them  tell 
The  color  of  some  Bowrafs  bell, 

1  fell  a  tender  pride. 
In  thinking  it  was  like  a  word 
t  »f  music  from  my  mothor  heard. 
I  loved  to  kiss  her  brow — 

Her  hp,  her  cheek,  her  hand,— 
Intwine  my  fingers  in  bar  hair. 


Far  floating  o'er  her  shoulders  bare, 

Loosed  at  my  gay  command. 
And  I  wasb.-ppy.  till  ihere  came 
The  blight  of  bk-kness  o'er  her  frame. 
Then  bur* t  il  c  tempest  forth  ; 

Her  rote*  grew  faint  and  low 

Each  day  1  jtlt  ehe  grew  more  weak. 
Until  at  laatebe  could  not  speak, 

Ot  I  ber  wishes  know. 

Vainly  I  bent  my  eager  ear 

She  tried  to  speak,  /  could  n«j  aear. 
The  friends  came  kindly  in. 

They  tended  her  with  care; 
They  answered  to  her  asking  eye 
With  ever  ready  sympathy, 

Whilst  I  sat  idly  there. 
Y.  •.  /  who  loved  her  more  than  all, 
Sat  useless  by  the  cottage  wall. 
But  when  at  last  the) 

r  soon  nnn.1  die, 
>  I  »■■••  «J  breathless  by  the  bed. 
And  tome  one  came  to  me  and  said, 

ie  Ism  time  her  eve, 
Loving  and  as  an  angel  mild, 
Wat  gazing  on  her  darling  child. 
Saddened  and  tick  at  heart, 

I  strained  my  eighties*  eysa; 

was  dark,  no  blessed  ray 
my  mother  lay 
m  the  pit*  : 
1  could  not  mark  each  change  that  came 
In  warning  o'er  her  gentle  frame. 

I  thought  my  heart  would  break, 
Kmntiug  aha  looked  on  me,— 

That  on  each  leature  of  my  fare 

Hhe  lingered  with  a  dying  gat* 

A  gsaw  I  might  not  eoe  ; 

-1  a*  turned  io  alone, 

Waiting  to  hear  her  dying  groan. 

ST  baud  grow  cold — 

II  lighted'  ai>p  ; 
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Until  at  Img 
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say  heart, 
i  fo  part 
a  (hair  ctaso. 

,■  .iih  vein 
like  s»»Tr  ram. 

d  my  feet 

. 

•   tree*, 

Iding  with  the  bieer* 


'   light. 


j.«ui  boaeri, 
murrnur*  of  ii  . 

•  '  wr  will  not  part — 
'■  •  annot  !..ng  d.  ■ 
in  ■  iir.oif  wori 
Where  i;.td  shst!  g  • 
wander  *. 

••  Ihy  embrace. 
r  Mewed  face." 
She  paused,  her  eager  ear 

Had  .  aughi  th<   murm  .r-ng  aound 
ice*  and  approaching  •■ 
waited  not  their  sirp*  to  greet, 
tut  with  a  sudden  bound 
Toward  the  bier,  one  cry  she  gave 
And  died  w,tl,  her  she  could  not  save 
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THE 'BLIND  BOY  AND  HIS   SISTER. 


BY  MARY 

(_IH  brother,'  said  fair  Annie, 
To  the  blind  boy  at  her  side  ; 
'  Would  thou  couldst  see  the  sunshine  lie 
On  hill  and  valley,  and  the  sky 
Hung  like  a  glorious  canopy 

O'er  all  things  far  and  wide! 

'Would  thou  couldst  see  the  waters 

In  many  a  distant  glen  ; 
The  mountain  flocks  that  gaze  around  ; 
Nay,  even  this  patch  of  stony  ground, 
These  crags,  with  silver  lichen  crowned, 

I  would  that  thou  couldst  ken ! 

'Would  thou  couldst  see  my  face,  brother, 

As  well  as  I  see  thine  ; 
For  always  what  I  cannot  see 
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Tt  is  but  half  a  joy  to  me. 
Brother,  I  often  weep  for  thee, 
Yet  thou  dost  ne'er  repine !' 

'And  why  should  I  repine,  Annie?' 
Said  the  blind  boy  with  a  smile ; 

'  I  ken  the  blue  sky  and  the  grey ; 

The  sunny  and  the  misty  day ; 

The  moorland  valley  stretched 'away 
-For  many  and  many  a  mile  ! 

'  I  ken  the  night  and  day,  Annie, 
For  all  ye  may  believe  ; 

And  often  in  my  spirit  lies 

A  clear  light  as  of  mid-day  skies; 

And  splendors  on  my  vision  rise, 
Like  gorgeous  hues  of  eve. 
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THE  PLAYFUL  BEAR. 


'I  sit  upon  the  stone,  Annie, 

Beside  our  cottage  door, 
And  people  say,  '  that  boy  is  blind,' 
And  pity  me,  although  I  find 
A  world  of  beauty  in  my  mind, 

A  never-ceasing  store. 

'  I  hear  you  talk  of  mountains, 

The  beautiful,  the  grand  ; 
Of  splintered  peaks  so  grey  and  tall ; 
Of  lake,  and  glen,  and  waterfall ; 
Of  flowers  and  trees  ;— I  ken  them  all ; 

Their  difference  understand. 

'  The  harebell  and  the  gowan 

Are  not  alike  to  me, 
Are  different  as  the  herd  and  flock, 
The  blasted  pine-tree  of  the  rock, 
The  waving  birch,  the  broad  green  oak, 

The  river,  and  the  sea. 

1  And  0,  the  heavenly  music, 

That  as  I  sit  alone. 
Comes  to  mine  inward  sense  as  clear 
As  if  the  an  gel- voices  were 
Singing  to  harp  and  dulcimer 

Before  the  mighty  Throne ! 
'  It  is  not  its  of  outward  sound, 

Of  breeze,  or  singing  bird  ; 
But  wondrous  melody  refined ; 
A  gift  of  God  unto  the  blind  ; 
An  inward  harmony  of  mind, 

By  inward  senses  heard  ! 


'  And  all  the  old  world  stories 

That  neighbors  tell  o'  nights  ; 
Of  fairies  on  the  fairy  mound, 
Of  brownies  dwelling  under  ground, 
Of  elves  careering  round  and  round, 
Of  fays  and  water-sprites  ; 

All  this  to  me  is  pleasantness, — 

Is  all  a  merry  show; 
I  see  the  antic  people  play, — 
Brownie  and  kelpie,  elf  and  fay, 
In  a  sweet  country  far  away, 

Yet  where  I  seem  to  go. 

'  But  better  far  than  this,  Annie, 
[s  when  thou  read'st  to  me 

Of  the  dear  Savior  meek  and  kind, 

And  how  he  healed  the  lame  and  blind. 

Am  I  not  healed  ? — for  in  my  mind 
His  blessed  form  I  see  ! 

'  0,  love  is  not  of  sight,  Annie, 
Is  not  of  outward  things ; 

For,  in  my  inmost  soul  I  know, 

His  pity  lor  all  mortal  woe  ; 

His  words  of  love,  spoke  long  ago, 
Unseal  its  deepest  springs  ! 

'  Then  do  not  mourn  for  me.  Annie, 
Because  that  I  am  blind  ; — 

The  beauty  of  all  outward  sight ; 

The  wondrous  shows  of  day  and  night; 

All  love,  all  faith,  and  all  delight, 
Are  strong  in  heart  and  mind !' 


THE   PLAY 

A  NEWSPAPEB  gives  an  arousing 
"^  anetdote  of  a  bear,  which,  without 
basing  had  the  benefit  of  an  education 
from  Air.  Van  Amburgh,  showfed  that  he 
was  not  so  brutish  as  his  species  is  gen- 
erally represented.  We  are  informed 
that  whilst  an  ambulating  artiste  was 
exhibiting,  in  the  streets  of  Digne,  the 


IT!.    BEAR. 

extraordinary  feats  of  his  bear,  and  of  a 
theatrical  monkies,  the  end 
of  the  chain  by  which  Bruin  was  attach- 
loose,  and  he  contrived,  whilst  the 
attention  of  his  owner  and  of  the  audi- 
ence was  directed  to  the  performance  of 
,his  brother  actors,  to  make  his  escape 
unperceived.      When   his  absence   was 
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remarked,  great  alarm  was  occasioned, 
and  the  bear-leader  immediately  set  off 
in  pursuit  of  the  fugitive.  In  the  mean 
time,  Bruin,  in  search  of  adventures,  had 
entered  the  doorway  of  a  house,  which 
was  open,  and  quietly  walked  up  to  the 
first  floor,  where,  leaning  against  a  door, 
it  gave  way,  and  he  found  himself  in 
presence  of  three  little  children,  who,  in 
the  absence  of  their  parents,  were  at  play. 
At  first,  says  the  writer,  the  children 
were  frightened,  but  taking  courage  at 
the  amiable  manners  of  their  visiter,  they 
gradually  approached  him,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  Bruin  was  rolling  on  his  back, 
like  a  kitten,  in  gambols  with  his  little 
playfellows,  and  growling  forth,  in  as 
tender  notes  as  his  organization  would 
permit,  his  delight.  The  shouts  of  the 
children,  mixed  with  the  bass  notes  of  the 


bear,  produced  a  concert  which  reached 
the  ears  of  the  mother,  who  was  in  an 
upper  floor.  On  arriving  at  the  door  of 
the  room  in  which  the  game  was  going 
on,  her  horror  at  perceiving  her  children 
in  the  embraces  of  a  bear  may  be  easily 
conceived.  She  uttered  a  piercing  shriek 
and  was  about  to  rush  to  her  children;  but 
her  husband,  who  had  followed,  prudent- 
ly withheld  her.  The  cry  of  the  mother 
however  produced  an  immediate  effect 
upon  Bruin,  who,  unwilling  to  increase 
her  alarm,  resolved,  after  two  or  three 
more  gambols,  to  take  his  leave,  which 
he  did  in  the  quietest  way  imaginable, 
dragging  his  chain  after  him  down  stairs, 
and  hastening  to  join  his  disconsolate 
owner,  who  had  returned  from  a  fruitless 
search,  and  given  up  his  bear  as  lost. 


"MEMOIRS    OF   MY   DOG." 

(Continued  from  page  33.) 


CHAPTER  II. 
My  dog  named — His  amiable  Disposition — His  Propensity 
to  rove — His  Honesty,  together  with  an  amusing  Anec- 
dote—  His  Fidelity  as  a  Watchman — Saves  his  Master's 
House  from  being  robbed — Remarkable  Instance  of  my 
Dog's  Kindness  to  a  Cat — The  Affection  of  Puss  for  her 
Friend — -My  Dog's  Country  Excursion — Amusing  In- 
stance of  his  Sagacity  at  Cricket — His  probable  narrow 
Escape  from  being  killed. 

f\F  the  ancestry  of  my  favorite  poodle 
I  know  nothing.  It  might  perhaps 
have  been  French,  and  traced  back,  like 
some  of  our  ancient  nobility,  to  the  Nor- 
man line  from  the  days  of  William  the 
Conqueror.     But  I  have  no  genealogy  to 


guide  my  conjectures.  He  certainly,  for 
sagacity  and  beauty,  would  not  have  dis- 
graced any  race  of  dogs.  When  I  bought 
him,  his  name  was  Tip,  an  abridgement 
of  Tippoo  Saib,  a  celebrated  eastern  ty- 
rant and  warrior,  it  being  usual  to  call 
dogs  after  the  names  of  renowned  fight- 
ing men,  perhaps  from  the  resemblance 
of  disposition  between  them.  I  am  how- 
ever not  accustomed  to  value  men  by  the 
number  they  injure,  but  rather  by  the 
number  they  benefit ;  and  so  seeing  that 
my  dog  had  a  lively  look  of  benevolence, 
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united  with  a  cheerful  and  gay  disposi- 
tion, I  gave  him  another  name,  and  hence- 
forth he  was  known  only  as  Frisk. 

'  The  dog,'  says  a  writer  on  Animal 
Biography,  '  is  more  tractable  than  any 
other  animal,  and  conforms  himself  to 
the  movements  and  habits  of  life  of  his 
master.  His  diligence,  his  ardor,  and  his 
obedience,  are  inexhaustible  ;  and  his 
disposition  is  so  friendly,  that,  unlike 
every  other  animal,  he  seems  to  remem- 
ber only  the  benefits  he  receives.  He 
soon  forgets  our  blows,  and  instead  of 
discovering  resentment  while  we  chastise 
him,  he  exposes  himself  to  torture,  and 
even  licks  the  hand  whence  it  proceeds.' 
This  character  is  more  especially  applica- 
ble to  dogs  of  the  spaniel  kind  ;  but  my 
dog  had  nothing  of  the  spaniel  in  him 
except  his  gentleness.  He  was  bold  and 
undaunted  when  he  met  any  other  dog, 
how  large  soever  he  misrht  be,  and  he 
never  licked  his  master's  hand,  or  face,  a 
qualification  readily  lobe  dispensed  with. 
Nor  was  he  ardent  in  hi^  love,  but  always 
Steady.  Dogs  differ  in  disposition  like 
human  beings,  and  his  was  strictly  what 
it  was  often  called  by  those  who  knew 
him — amiahle.      My  former  pood!'-  was 

lent  in  his  affection  ;   and,  on  n: 
turn  hoi  absence,  would 

leap  on  a  chair,  throw  his  paws  around 
my  neck,  nil ■!  1  ■  my  oars,  and  absolutely 
scream  for  joy.  Frisk,  on  the  contrary, 
received  me  in  sober  silence,  took  his 
place  by  my  side  on  a  sofa,  or,  after  re- 
ceiving a  few  caresses,  reposed  calmly  as 
near  as  possible  to  my  feet.      On  all  oc- 


casions he  patiently  waited  my  return 
home,  which  he  would  know  by  my 
knock  at  the  door,  when  he  would  run 
and  sniff  loudly  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and 
then,  indeed,  if  it  were  not  opened  speedi- 
ly, he  discovered  some  degree  of  impa- 
tience, and  would  either  whine  for  the 
servant,  or  scold  her  by  barking,  that  she 
had  not  moved  fast  enough  for  his  wishes. 
The  friendship  which  subsisted  between 
me  and  my  dog  was  not  one  that  would 
allow  us  to  forget  each  other.  To  us  the 
adage  would  not  apply,  '  out  of  sight  out 
of  mind.'  When  at  any  time  I  was  absent 
in  the  country,  I  often  enquired  after  him, 
and  desired  that  he  should  receive  a  pat 
from  his  mistress  as  a  token  of  my  re- 
membrance, and,  though  he  was  uncon- 
scious of  this  favor,  it  affords  me  some 
gratification  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand 
he  gave  sufficient  signs  that  he  did  not 
forget  me,  by  anxiously  awaiting  the  ar- 
rival of  every  coach,  and  listening  when- 
ever one  stopped  near  the  door,  or  start- 
ing up,  with  expectant  looks,  when  he 

.  cd  that  one  of  the  gales  of  entrance 
'j.ened,  and  showing  marks  of 
disappointment  when  I  did  not  return  as 
he  seemed  to  have  hop* 

for  chastising  my  dog,  he  seldom 
required  it.  He  was  so  obedient — so 
tractable — and  so  cleanly  in 
that  he  scarcely  had  a  fault.  The  only 
thin?  that  excited  my  displeasure  was  his 
inclination  to  rove.  He  was  like  the 
monkey  in  the  fable,  remarkably  fond  of 
seeing  the  world,  and  I  was  often  afraid 
he  would  be  lost  in  it.      The  strictest 
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watch  was  therefore  kept  over  him,  that 
he  should  not  go  out  alone;  but  notwith- 
standing our  vigilance,  he  would  fre- 
quently give  us  the  slip,  and  sometimes 
wholly  escape  our  pursuit  for  many  hours. 
I  was  not  afraid  but  that  he  would  re- 
turn, if  left  alone ;  but  I  feared  that  some 
worthless  persons  might  steal  him,  as  is 
often  the  case,  either  to  sell  him,  or  ob- 
tain any  reward  that  might  be  offered  for 
his  recovery.  Once  I  think  he  must 
have  been  tied  up  for  a  whole  day ;  and 
on  another  occasion  I  watched  his  return 
till  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  when  I  at  last 
saw  him  wandering  about  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  way,  evidently  wishing,  yet 
afraid  to  return  home  ;  I  ran  out  and  took 
him  in  my  arms,  and  while  I  remonstrat- 
ed with  him,  most  readily  forgave  him, 
in  the  pleasure  of  receiving  him  safely 
again.  On  several  occasions  I  tried  to 
cure  him  of  this  rambling  propensity  by 
flogging  him,  but  it  was  impossible  to 
chastise  so  amiable  a  creature.  His  pre- 
decessor would  have  snapped  at  me,  and 
in  his  anger  have  bitten  me ;  but  he,  ex- 
cept in  one  instance,  bore  it  all  with  the 
most  perfect  patience.  Then  he  sought 
a  hiding-place,  where  he  in  general  re- 
mained till  I  called  him  to  beg  my  par- 
don, which  he  would  do  by  throwing 
himself  on  his  back  at  my  feet,  and  a  few 
kind  words  on  my  part  healed  all  his 
wounds  and  soon  made  us  friends.  Even 
dumb  animals  may  teach  us  useful  les- 
sons of  forgiveness,  and  reproach  us  by 
their  conduct,  when  we  are  unforgiving 
towards  each  other. 


I  have  said  that  he  scarcely  had  a  fault, 
and  in  truth  it  was  so,  and  among  his 
virtues  was  that  of  honesty.  On  one 
occasion  however  he  forgot  his  reputa- 
tion, and  it  happened,  that  when  we  were 
talking  to  a  friend  of  his  virtues,  and 
especially  of  that  particular  virtue,  he 
vexatiously  rushed  into  the  room,  pursu- 
ed by  the  servant,  with  a  beefsteak  in 
his  mouth,  of  which  he  had  just  contrived 
to  get  possession.  What  shall  I  say  in 
apology  for  him  ?  All  I  can  say  is,  that 
he  was  not  the  thief,  but  only  the  receiver 
of  the  stolen  goods ;  but  as  the  receiver 
is  always  reckoned  as  bad  as  the  thief,  I 
am  afraid  that  in  this  instance  I  must 
plead  for  him  in  vain.  The  fact  was 
indeed  that  on  several  occasions  puss, 
whose  honesty  was  never  very  great, 
carried  off  some  articles  of  food,  and  be- 
ing seen  by  Frisk,  he  thought  that  he 
had  a  lawful  right  to  the  spoil,  especially 
as  it  was  no  longer  on  any  forbidden  spot. 
It  must,  at  all  events,  be  confessed  that 
he  was  more  honest  than,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  some  young  persons  are,  who,  though 
they  ought  to  know  better,  slily  avail 
themselves  of  an  opportunity  to  taste  that 
which  they  know  is  forbidden. 

Never  was  there  a  more  trusty  dog  in 
watching  his  master's  house.  He  never 
gave  any  unnecessary  alarm  by  barking 
at  other  dogs  or  passing  noises  in  the 
road  ;  nor  would  he  ever  behave  rudely 
to  friends  that  visited  me,  but  he  knew 
when  he  had  duties  as  a  guardian  to  per- 
form. In  the  day,  his  strong  hoarse  voice, 
with  his  seeming  fierceness,  warned  the 
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vagabond  whom  he  saw  on  the  prem! 
to  make  a  speedy  retreat ;  and  at  night, 
if  he  was  silent,  he  did  not  want  vigi- 
lance. It  was  just  after  the  establish- 
ment of  the  police  in  the  metropolis,  when 
I  was  suddenly  aroused  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  by  an  unusual  balk,  a-  W( . 
an  unusual  barking  of  my  dog.  Hi-  an- 
ger was  great,  and  his  n":  int. 
1  was  sure    ■ 

wrong,  and   instantly  sprung  out  of 
and  it.  when  I 

at  i    .  He  informi  1  me  dial 

dog  had  tailed  hi-  attention,  ha\  i 
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necessary. 
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and  benevolence  occurred  in  the  case  of 
the  cat.  Poor  puss  had  by  some  means 
received  a  severe  wound  in  the  eye.  It 
was   directly  noti  •  Frisk,  who  at 

once  became  her  surgeon,  and  his  skill 
in  coring  his  fellow-servant  •.■ 
ful ;    for  after  frequently  licking  her  eye 
with  his  tongue,  in  a  few  days  it  became 
ledly   better,  and   v 
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me.  However  on  one  occasion,  while 
the  carriage  was  at  my  door,  which  was 
to  convey  me  and  his  mistress  about 
twenty  miles  out  of  town,  he  looked  so 
wishfully  at  us,  and  we  so  wishfully  at 
him,  just  on  the  eve  of  parting,  that  I 
jumped  out,  opened  the  garden  gate 
through  which  he  was  taking  a  farewell 
peep,  and,  in  a  moment,  we  all  drove 
away  snugly  together.  He  seemed  to 
enjoy  the  ride,  and  made  many  observa- 
tions on  the  passengers  which  we  passed 
along  the  road,  standing  upon  his  hind 
legs,  and  placing  his  front  paws  against 
the  windows,  that  he  might  enjoy  the 
novel  sight.  On  arriving  at  our  tempor- 
ary habitation,  he  looked  all  over  the 
premises,  as  if  to  see  that  every  thing 
was  pleasant  and  convenient,  and  soon 
formed  a  friendship  with  a  young  dog 
that  resided  there.  He  was  shown  the 
spot  for  his  bed,  my  old  cloak  being  placed 
for  the  purpose  in  one  corner  of  our  bed- 
room ;  and  he  usually,  when  tired,  went 
thither  to  repose  of  his  own  accord,  long 
before  we  went  to  rest.  He  was  also 
delighted  with  his  daily  excursions ;  and, 
as  a  rabbit-warren  lay  near,  on  a  neigh- 
boring steep  hill,  he  was  sometimes  in- 
dulged with  a  walk  there,  when  he  ram- 
bled far  off  among  the  shrubs,  sniffing  at 
the  rabbit  burrows,  and  pursuing  the  lit- 
tle animals  for  amusement,  but  catching 
none.  But  what  I  would  particularly 
mention,  is  this  curious  fact :  My  lodg- 
ings were  at  a  boarding-school ;  and  as 
there  was  a  large  play-ground  for  the 
scholars,  they  had  ample  space  for  play- 


ing at  cricket,  which  is  an  exceedingly 
favorite  game  among  all  classes,  in  that 
part  of  the  country.  I  sometimes  joined 
with  the  boys  and  their  master,  and  Frisk 
thought  he  might  also  as  well  unite  in 
enjoying  the  healthy  pastime.  I  was 
however  fearful  that  he  might  be  injured 
by  running  in  for  the  ball,  as  his  quick 
eye  perceived  it  coming ;  and  as  he  some- 
times interfered  with  the  bowling,  and 
obstructed  the  players  by  catching  it,  I 
gave  him  directions  to  stand  without  the 
circle,  where  he  would  be  of  real  service, 
to  prevent  it  from  going  down  a  declivity 
into  the  public  road,  when  it  was  beyond 
the  bounds.  My  dog  was  at  all  times 
an  apt  learner,  and  it  was  admirable  to 
see  how  readily  the  creature  understood 
the  hint  given  him  ;  and  every  time  that 
we  went  to  play,  he  regularly  took  his 
station  beyond  the  bounds,  watching  as 
eagerly  for  the  ball  as  any  player,  and 
catching  it  as  dextrously  as  the  best, 
when  it  happened  to  pass  them  all.  He 
would  however  deliver  it  to  no  one  but 
his  master. 

I  believe  my  poor  favorite  would  one 
day  have  been  killed,  during  this  visit, 
by  a  savage  Newfoundland  dog,  who 
met  him  with  me  in  a  narrow  walk,  and 
looked  at  him  with  so  much  mischief 
lurking  in  his  eye,  that,  suspecting  his 
inclination,  I  took  up  my  animal,  and 
securing  him  under  my  arm,  looked  very 
observingly  at  the  gentleman,  which 
caused  him  to  walk  away.  On  a  subse- 
quent visit  I  saw  a  poodle  dog  in  the 
road,  as  I  was  eoing  to  take  a  walk;  and 
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on  my  return  learned  that  he  had  been 
met  by  the  same  Newfoundland  dog, 
who  instantly  seized  him  and  killed  him. 
I  believe  this  was  not  the  only  instance 
in  which  he  had  indulged  in  hie  savage 

propensity,  though  it  app  ar-  that  the 
poodle  had  often  insulted  him 

when  secuied  within  the  railing  of  his 
premi  <  -.  Til-  Newfoundland  dog  has 
however  BOmi  tum  -  been  known  to  dis- 
play the  more  noble  spirit  of  generosity, 


and  scorned  to  exert  his  power  < 
feeble  enemy,  as  some  cowardly  big  boys 
do  over  little  ones.  I  have  lately  read 
of  one,  who  being  insulted  by  a  smaller 
dog,  took  him  up  gentry  in  his  mouth 
and  dropped  him  over  a  bridge  into  a 
river,  leaving  him  to  scramble  out  in  the 
•  iv  that  he  could.  Impertinent 
puppies   oul'Iii    always    to    be   pu:. 

with  contempt. 1  must  now  stop  my 

.'.  month. 
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a  mile  off,  and  chained  him  to  a  tree. 
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DRAWING  BOOK  FOR  YOUNG  CHILDREN. 


opposite  ends  ?  Can  you  place  it  to- 
wards the  light  so  that  none  of  the  in- 
side shall  he  in  the  shade  ? — so  that 
all  the  inside  shall  be  shaded? — part 
only  shaded?  Can  you  make  all,  a 
part,  and  none  of  the  outside  shaded  ? 
A  similar  exercise  should  be  perform- 
ed with  a  hollow  cube  or  oblong,  which 
may  be  made  by  a  stiff  piece  of  paper 
folded,  or  four  pieces  of  wood  or  books, 
two  opposite  ends  being  left  vacant. 
*457  A  group  of  trees. 

458  A  man  or  woman,  to  be  drawn  from 
nature,  quickly  and  roughly. 

459  Nos.  122  and  134  should  be  drawn 
on  the  largest  scale  the  pupil's  materi- 
als will  admit. 

460  The  pupil  may  try  to  make  a  ground 
plan  of  the  space  the  house  stands  on, 
including  the  yard,  garden,  &c.  See 
No.  468. 

461  Nos.  110,  128,  138  and  156,  to  be 
drawn  the  size  of  the  copies  with  the 
utmost  rapidity. 

462  Several  sorts  of  porches  for  cottages 
may  be  invented  by  the  pupil. 

463  Perspective,  &c.     An  exercise  simi- 


lar to  that  given  in  No.  449  may  be 
performed  in  a  real  scene. 
*464  An  oak. 

465  Let  the  pupil  invent  a  circular 
temple,  consisting  of  a  dome  support- 
ed on  eight  pillars,  the  two  centre  pil- 
lars intercepting  the  view  of  the  two 
behind.  A  ground  plan  of  the  same 
temple  should  afterwards  be  made. 
See  No.  468,  fig.  1. 

466  Nos.  457  and  464  to  be  drawn  again. 
*467  Sections  and  plans. 

Fig.  1.  Section  of  a  bell. 

2.  Section  of  a  pump. 

3.  Plan  of  the  end  of  the  room. 

4.  Plan  of  the  side  of  the  room. 

5.  Ground  plan  of  a  garden. 

6.  Ground  plan  of  a  room  with 

furniture. 
*468  Ground  plans. 

Fig.  1.  Temple  and  ground  plan. 

2.  Cottage  and  ground  plan. 

3.  Eoom ;  ground  plan  drawn 

to  a  scale. 
*469  Dog's  head,  No.  14,  finished. 
*470  Dog's  head,  No.  55,  finished. 
=*471  Bull's  head. 
*472  Angler. 
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PUZZLES  AND  ENIGMAS.— ANSWERS  TO  FORMER  ONES. 

Page  30.     1.  A  Bed.— 2.  Echo. — 3.  Parasol. — 4.  Bed.— 5.  Eye. — 6.  Signboard. — 7.  William  Henry  Harrison. 


From  T.  V Jersey  City. 

I  am  a  word  of  thirteen  letters.  My  7th,  8th 
and  11th,  is  found  in  great  abundance  near  the 
north  pole;  my  6th,  9th  and  11th,  is  a  valu- 
able part  of  the  foot ;  my  10th,  12th  and  13th, 
is  much  used  by  grocers ;  my  6th,  7th  and  11th, 
is  a  bond  of  friendship  ;  my  8th,  1st  and  6th, 
is  a  domestic  animal ;  my  4th,  5th  and  6th,  is 
a  small  black  bug ;  my  3d,  9th  and  6th,  is  the 
name  of  a  celebrated  antediluvian  ;  my  1st, 
2d,  6th,  7th  and  8th,  is  an  upper  room  of  a 
house  ;  my  3d,  4th,  13th,  10th  and  11th,  is  a 
weapon  used  by  the  Tartars  ;  my  8th,  4th, 
10th  and  11th,  is  the  name  of  a  murderer.  My 
whole  lies  east  of  America. 


2. 

From  M.  N.  R.— Beroen,  N.  J. 

I  am  a  word  of  eleven  letters.  My  3d,  2d, 
9th  and  5th,  is  an  indispensable  article  to  car- 
penters; my  4th,  2d,  3d,  1st  and  6th,  is  a  fash- 
ionable amusement ;  my  11th,  9th,  8th  and 
6th,  is  a  large  bird ;  my  4th,  2d,  8th  and  6th, 
is  a  foreign  fruit ;  my  3d,  6th,  1st  and  11th,  is 
a  part  of  the  human  body ;  my  5th,  2d,  7th  and 
8th,  is  a  shoemaker's  instrument ;  my  7th,2d, 
3d  and  4th,  is  found  on  the  sea  shore ;  my  1st, 
2d,  3d  and  6th,  is  a  dandy's  weapon ;  my  5th, 
2d,  11th  and  6th  is  a  collection  of  fresh  water. 
My  whole  is  an  article  of  household  furni- 
ture. 


From  H.  W.  S.— Boston. 
Answer  to  the  Puzzle  in  the  December  number  of  the  Magazine. — Den — Moth — Stone — Hen — Nest.     My  whole 
Demosthenes.        I  propose  the  following : 

I  often  murmur,  yet  I  never  weep  ; 

I  always  lie  in  bed,  but  never  sleep  ; 

My  mouth  is  wide  and  larger  than  my  head, 

And  much  disgorges,  though  it's  never  fed ; 

I  have  no  legs,  nor  feet,  yet  swiftly  run, 

And  the  more  falls  I  have,  move  faster  on. 


One  morning  in  winter,  as  I  well  remember, 

It  was  on  the  twentieth  day  of  December  ; 

When  Betty  the  maid,  brisk  and  light  as  a  fairy, 

With  milk  in  her  hand  cross'd  the  yard  from  the  dairy ; 

On  a  place  strew'd  with  ashes  she  caught  a  rude  fall, 

When  down  came  the  milk,  and  poor  Betty  and  all. 

But  nothing  dismay'd  by  this  terrible  bump, 

With  alertness  she  took  all  her  milk  to  the  pump, 

Where,  though  cover'd  with  ashes,  she  wash'd  it  quite  clean, 

Until,  of  the  dirt,  not  a  particle  's  seen  ! 

Ladies,  how  this  was  manag'd,  by  you  be  it  shown, 

And  make  Betty's  secret  of  milk-washing  known. 
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An  ingenious  workman  once  made  a  spit, 

Five  hundred  turkeys  were  roasted  on  it, 

All  well  roasted,  and  all  at  one  time, 

All  very  fat  and  just  in  their  prime : 

But  here  comes  the  wonder ;    for — what  do  you  think?- 

All  the  roast  meat  at  once  was  turn'd  into  drink ! 


4. 
Yonder  lives  a  shoemaker,  who  works  without  leather, 
And,  strange  !   employs  all  the  four  elements  together ; 
Of  fire  he  makes  use,  of  water,  earth  and  air, 
And  for  ev'ry  customer  makes  a  double  pair. 


For  Parley's  Magazine. 
Mr.  Editor, — Having  become  very  much  interested  in  the  contents  of  your  juvenile  Magazine,  the  now  numerous 
volumes  of  which  form  an  important  part  in  the  library  of  some  of  my  youthful  relatives,  I  have  resolved  to  offer  for 
your  acceptance  a  little  story  in  rhyme  ;  which,  as  it  has  pleased  one  or  two  little  private  readers,  may  perhaps  prove 
interesting  to  the  little  public,  who  derive  so  much  pleasure  from  the  pages  of  your  periodical.  But  as  T  observe 
more  and  more  the  ability  displayed  and  the  industry  exercised  in  this  progressing  age,  to  advance  the  moral  and 
intellectual  welfare  of  our  youthful  community,  it  is  with  diffidence  that  I  venture  to  add  my  little  drop  of  informa- 
tion or  amusement  to  the  vast  stream  which  is  ever  pouring  onward.  The  desire  however  of  becoming  a  faithful 
steward  of  whatever  small  abilities  may  have  been  bestowed  upon  me,  has  been  the  motive  of  the  present  application, 
and  may  prompt  some  future  efforts  in  prose  and  verse,  if  the  ensuing  trifle  should  meet  with  your  approbation. 

A  Young  Lady  of  Boston. 

MARY  GRAY— A  SIMPLE  STORY. 


X  HERE  was  a  little  blue-eyed  girl, 
Her  name  was  Mary  Gray  ; 

And  to  my  door,  with  tearful  face, 
She  came  one  winter's  day. 

She  said,  her  father  on  the  sea 
Had  sailed  for  many  a  year, 

And  still  he  kept  his  earnings  hard 
To  send  her  mother  dear. 

At  last  they  heard  his  ship  was  come 

And  very  near  the  shore ; 
And  now  they  thought  that  from  his  home, 

He  would  not  wander  more. 

A  day  passed  on,  and  then  a  night, 

But  still  no  father  came  ; 
In  vain  her  mother  watched  the  door, 

And  Mary  lisped  his  name. 


Another  day  had  come  and  gone, 

The  sun  was  almost  set, 
When  Mary,  from  the  window  saw 

A  sailor  tired  and  wet. 

She  clapped  her  hands  and  cried  aloud, 

'  Mamma,  0 !  this  is  he  !' 
And  then  the  mother  ran  to  meet 

Her  husband  from  the  sea. 

But  ah  !   'twas  not  her  father  dear, 
Poor  Mary  quickly  found  ; 

It  was  a  sailor  come  to  tell 

Her  mother  he  was  drowned ! 

'  Just  as  they  came  near  shore,'  he  said, 

'  A  storm  rose  in  the  sky ; 
The  wind  blew  hard,  the  thunder  roared, 

The  waves  ran  mountains  high. 
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NATURAL  HISTORY.— THE  "WEASEL. 

I  am  going  to  tell  you  a  little  anecdote  about  European  weasels.  The  weasel  of  New-Englaud,  New- York,  and  Can- 
ada, in  his  summer  dress  of  chesnut  color  with  white  fur  under  his  belly,  is  called  a  Stoat ;  and  in  winter,  when 
his  color  is  pure  white,  he  is  called  an  Ermine,  and  hunted  by  Canadian  Indians  for  his  fine  fur.  American  wea- 
sels live  in  the  woods,  in  single  pairs,  and  will  run  away  from  men,  not  liking  to  have  their  skins  cruelly  turned  over 
their  heads,  to  be  made  into  warm  and  beautiful  muffs  and  tippets,  and  boys'  comfortable  cops  and  hats.  They 
are  not  however  easily  caught  or  killed,  and  hence  the  proverb,  "  You  never  catch  a  yankee  weasel  asleep." 

Among  the  farmers  of  Great-Britain  this  active  little  animal  is  sometimes  esteemed  for  his  qualifications  in  extirpa- 
ting rats,  mice,  moles,  and  other  small  noxious  animals.  Unfortunately,  he  is  not  a  competent  judge  between 
good  and  bad  j  and  he  therefore  loves  to  kill  the  inmates  of  the  poultry -yard  or  rabbit-warren  ;  nothing  that  he  can 
master,  whether  bird  or  beast,  meets  with  respect  from  him.  He  has  sharp  teeth  and  claws,  bright  piercing 
eyes,  a  little  long  vigorous  body,  short  powerful  legs,  strong  jaws  and  paws,  great  boldness  and  courage,  and  an 
unconscionable  appetite  ;  he  can  lie  in  wait  like  a  cat,  he  can  climb  after  his  victims,  and  he  can  follow  his 
prey  through  all  their  secret  holes  and  burrowings.  The  owners  of  grist-mills,  graineries,  breweries,  and 
slaughter-houses  in  England  have  a  high  regard  for  the  weasel  whilst  he  clears  their  premises  of  chip-squirrels,  vats 
and  such  t(  small  deer"  ;  but,  when  all  this  kind  of  prey  is  destroyed,  as  soon  happens  under  his  summary  mode  of 
proceeding,  and  when  he  adjourns  from  the  miller's  corn-bin  to  the  miller's  or  farmei's  henroost,  they  then  find 
him  a  very  troublesome  little  creature,  doing  more  hurt  than  gootl,  and  sometimes  have  to  shoot  him  in  defence 
of  the  lives  and  liberties  of  the  roosters,  ducks,  and  ganders. 

In  America,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  they  seldom  leave  the  woods  for  human  habitations.  When  T  was  a  small 
boy,  I  have  met  one  of  them  in  their  solitudes  with  a  bird  in  his  mouth,  held  by  the  neck,  whilst  the  body  of  the 
bird,  though  more  unwieldy  than  himself,  was  thrown  across  his  back,  and  borne  off  to  his  nest  as  if  no  heavier  than 

a  feather. But  I  will  relate    the  anecdote.       It   is   abridged  from   a  late  English  periodical,  and   happened  not 

long  since. 
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petite,  yet  it  is  quite  a  common  occur- 
rence to  find  it  destroying  full-grown 
ducks  and  fowls,  and  sometimes  even 
geese  and  turkeys.  There  are  numer- 
ous instances  on  record  of  the  weasel 
destroying  full-grown  rahbits  and  hares, 
— not  to  feed  upon  their  carcases,  but  for 
the  sake  of  banqueting  on  their  warm 
life-blood.  I  once  had  an  opportunity  of 
witnessing  a  weasel  make  an  attack  upon 
a  hare  while  it  was  feeding  in  a  grassy 
meadow  on  a  fine  summer  evening. 
When  my  attention  was  first  attracted  to 
the  encounter,  the  weasel  had  just  sprung 
upon  aftf?  seized  the  hare  by  the  upper 
part  of  the  neck,  fixing  its  sharp  fangs  in 
the  region  of  the  larger  blood-vessels ;  the 
astonished  and  alarmed  hare  was  making 


T  IKE  the  whole  class  of  animals  to 
which  it  belongs,  the  weasel  is  prone 
to  the  commission  of  depredations  on  the 
feathered  creation  ;  and  although  the 
common  weasel  is  but  a  slender  tiny 
creature,  so  that  a  small  chicken  or  duck- 
ling would  appear  abundantly  sufficient 
to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  its  keenest  ap- 
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various  ineffectual  efforts  to  shake  it  off, 
— first  darting  in  one  direction,  then  in 
another,  and  then  bounding  aloft  into  the 
air, — but  all  her  efforts  were  to  no  pur- 
pose. When  poor  puss  was  in  rapid 
motion,  the  little  blood-thirsty  assassin 
had  enough  to  do  to  keep  its  hold  ;  but 
when  she  became  comparatively  still  for 
a  moment,  it  would  mount  upon  her  back 
— or  attempt  to  do  so — in  order  to  gain  a 
little  rest ;  but  it  never  let  go  the  deadly 
hold  its  sharp  teeth  had  first  taken.  The 
struggle  might  have  continued  for  nearly 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  when  the  hare  sunk 
upon  the  grass ;  and  issuing  from  my 
hiding-place  I  hastened  to  the  rescue. 
But,  alas,  it  was  too  late.  The  little 
villain  retreated  as  I  approached,  but  with 
an  exceedingly  bad  grace,  for  it  chattered 
and  scolded  in  its  peculiar  language,  and 
emitted  that  offensive  odor  peculiar  to 
this  species  of  animals ;  but  as  I  was  un- 
provided with  any  sort  of  weapon,  it  final- 
ly succeeded  in  reaching  a  place  of  secu- 
'rity  in  an  adjoining  hollow  bank.  In  ex- 
amining its  victim,  which  was  still  alive, 
although  not  able  to  stand,  I  found  a  rath- 
er large  and  lacerated  wound  in  the  up- 
per part  of  the  neck,  from  which  the 
blood  was  still  flowing;  but  certainly  not 
of  a  magnitude  to  have  caused  the  hare's 
death,  if  the  large  arteries  had  not  been 
opened  from  which  it  was  evidently  bleed- 
ing to  death. 

That  the  weasel  is  a  remarkably  cou- 
rageous and  determined  little  animal,  the 
following  statement,  which  was   related 


to  me  by  the  individual  on  whom  the  at- 
tack was  made,  and  but  a  few  days  after 
the  curious  adventure  occurred,  will  tend 
strongly  to  prove  ;  and  also  will  show 
that,  diminutive  as  it  is,  it  is  not  at  all 
times  to  be  trifled  with  even  by  '  the  lords 
of  the  creation.' 

Bridget  Frazier,  or  '  Old  Biddy,'  as 
she  was  more  generally  called,  was  an 
itinerant  tea-dealer  in  a  wild  and  moun- 
tainous district  of  Westmoreland.  She 
had  been  left  a  poor  and  lone  widow,  and 
for  some  years  after  she  became  such, 
was  mainly  supported  on  the  fruits  of  the 
industry  of  an  only  and  affectionate  son. 
But  a  melancholy  accident  deprived  him 
of  his  life,  and  his  aged  parent  of  his  filial 
assistance  and  support  ;  in  consequence 
of  which  a  plan  was  devised  by  some  of 
'  Old  Biddy's'  neighbors,  to  put  her  in  a 
way  to  earn  a  small  pittance  for  an  hon- 
est livelihood.  They  effected  their  lau- 
dable purpose  by  furnishing  her  with  the 
means  of  laying  in  a  small  stock  of  tea, 
not  only  for  the  supply  of  the  little  ham- 
let in  which  she  resided,  but  it  was  rec- 
ommended that  she  should  occasionally 
'  travel  for  orders.' 

It  was  in  one  of  those  little  excursions 
through  the  wild  district  in  which  she  re- 
sided— for  her  new  business  took  her  six 
or  eight  miles  from  home — that  she  was 
put  in  extreme  bodily  fear  ;  and,  had  it 
not  been  that  she  was  armed  with  a  good- 
sized  staff,  and  habited  withal  in  garments 
of'  stout  double-milled  home-spun,'  there 
is  strong  reason  to  believe  that  she  would 
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have  fallen  a  victim  ">  a  num 
of  infuriated  weasels.     B 
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came  to  the  top  of  a  neighboring  hank 
and  began  to  bark  with  all  its  might ;  and, 
the  instant  the  vermin  heard  the  barking 
of  the  dog,  they  all  disappeared  under  the 
large  stones,  except  perhaps  some  half- 
dozen  that  I  had  killed  or  maimed.  But 
I  did  not  stay  to  count  them,  for,  hastily 
snatching  up  my  torn  bundle,  I  ran  faster 
than  I  remember  to  have  done  for  many 
a  long  year  ;  and  I  took  good  care  in  fu- 
ture not  to  come  near  any  more  stone- 
heaps.' 

This,  as  nearly  as  possible,  was  the 
exact  relation  given  by  '  Old  Biddy,'  of 
her  strange  adventure  with  the  weasels, 
and  at  the  time  when  every  circumstance 
was  fresh  in  her  memory,  and  before  the 
numerous  bites  and  scratches  upon  her 
person  had  wholly  disappeared. 

I  believe  there  are  other  instances  on 
record  where  weasels  have  been  found 
assembling  in  large  companies,  which,  on 
their  being  molested  or  annoyed  near  their 
nests,  have  given  battle  to  the  human  spe- 
cies. Although  I  cannot  precisely  state 
that  a  regular  attack  was  ever  made  by 
them  personally  upon  myself,  yet  they 
once  mustered  in  so  formidable  a  party, 
and  exhibited  a  manner  so  insolent  and 
daring,  that  I  was  not  only  deterred  from 
carrying  a  little  project  against  them  into 
effect;  but  was  actually  so  cowed  by  their 
audacious  bearing  that  I  fled  from  the 
scene  of  action.  This  event  also  took  ef- 
fect in  a  secluded  little  valley  of  West- 
moreland. It  was  during  the  Christmas 
holidays,  the  ground  being  covered  with 
snow,  and  the  mountain   streams   firmly 


bound  up  in  ice,  that  I  determined  upon 
trying  my  luck  at  capturing  some  marau- 
ding little  animals  that  nightly  left  their 
foot-prints  upon  the  snow  in  the  bottom 
of  a  lone  and  sequestered  dell,where  were 
some  dilapidated  stone  walls  that,  at  a  re- 
mote period,  had  probably  formed  a  por- 
tion of  some  rude  but  quiet  dwelling.  For 
this  purpose  I  provided  a  couple  of  traps, 
and,  in  order  to  make  success  more  cer- 
tain, I  baited  them  with  a  few  small  birds 
which  I  had  captured.  Thus  prepared,  I 
reached  the  bank  of  a  small  brook  near 
to  the  ruined  wall ;  and  the  only  difficul- 
ty that  now  presented  itself  was  to  find 
something  to  chain  my  traps  to,  so  that 
the  weasels,  or  the  foumarts,  or  whatever 
else  the  nightly  prowlers  might  be,  should 
not  have  it  in  their  power  to  carry  them 
off.  But  finding  nothing  to  answer  my 
purpose,  I  was  under  the  necessity  of  re- 
turning home,  in  order  to  supply  myself 
with  a  couple  of  stakes,  and  an  axe  to 
drive  them  into  the  frozen  ground.  What- 
ever had  occurred  in  the  vicinity  of  my 
traps  during  my  absence  of  course  I  can- 
not take  upon  me  to  say  ;  but,  upon  my 
return,  I  had  no  sooner  commenced  dri- 
ving one  of  the  stakes  into  the  ground, 
than  at  the  least  a  dozen  little  heads  were 
perking  from  as  many  holes  in  the  old 
wall,  and  sundry  sets  of  sharp  teeth  were 
exhibited,  ready,  as  I  imagined,  to  tear 
him  who  had  been  meditating  their  des- 
truction. I  was  then  twelve  or  thirteen 
years  of  age,  and  had  neither  seen  nor 
heard  of  a  whole  pack  of  angry  weasels, 
so  that  at  first  I  was  not  much  alarmed  ; 
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but,  continuing  the  work  of  driving  my 
stakes,  the  whole  party  advanced  towards 
me,  grinning  and  barking  and  grimacing, 
and,  to  eonfau  the  tenth,   racceeded   in 
driving  me  out  of  the  lonely  dell,  leu-, 
my  traps  baited,  but  noi  set,  behind  me. 
When  1  got  home  and  related  v.. 
lar  adventure  to   the    a«---mbled    family. 
the*  could  scarcely  credit  so  strange  a 
cnmanatance  ;    tail  prevailing  open  my 
cld.-r  brothel  to  accompany  nie  on  the 
following  morning  to  revisit  my  trn; 
became  convinced,  fr 
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My  under-rated  the  number   of  weasels 
that  bed  advanced  to  the  charge    when  I 
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found  jti  :.  left  them  ;  for,  nltho' 

t)R.  with  which  they  were  baited 

-en  carried  off  with  impuni- 
ty  ,  !e  feather  had  been  touched 
or  ruffled  !     But  all  wa<  silent  and  life- 
tbd  appeared  to  give  wam- 
:  and  when  1  had  coaxed  my  brother 
old  wall,  the  place  of  their 

abi.: 

inhabited  could  h.  *»■ 

covt  r. 


rTE€  OP  0U8TAVOB  ADOLFHI 

.-rVTOW,  dear  mot  Annie,  mj  '   '  ;nk  J* 

^      v.-rv   m 
som. 

momi         I  **  ">    >  u  . 

my  "'       '^ 

ihink  •!"!._•  for  me  to  do,  I  n  '"^V 

.-  fbr  am  <"" 

ment,'  said  Mrs.  Stanhopi  ,     ,  . 

Z  l  l  *"  fetrh  t 

fruii  J  '»  **  '    If 

mer'  '  B 

..  in  surpi  -  .     I  ,.,  •■ 

no,  msh  m. 

h!U         |  ...uunuldno-  »** 

to  Si 


. 


ANECDOTES  OF  GUSTAVUS  ADOLPHUS. 


63 


self  useful  to  her :  but  do  not  think  it 
unmanly.  The  Swedish  soldiers,  who, 
in  the  time  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  were 
considered  as  brave  and  hardy  as  any  in 
Europe,  were  accustomed,  in  the  leisure 
hours,  frequently  to  make  their  own 
clothes,  and  mend  their  own  linen.' 

'  And  did  the  king  allow  them  to  do 
so,  mother  V 

'  He  not  only  allowed,  but  commanded 
it.  None  of  the  soldiers  of  the  great 
Gustavus  were  ever  suffered  to  remain 
inactive  ;  and  when  the  operations  of  the 
field  were  suspended,  he  turned  his  men 
into  pioneers  and  military  architects.  If 
there  were  nothing  of  that  kind  to  employ 
them,  each  soldier  became  his  own  tailor, 
mechanic,  and  sempstress ;  and  it  was  by 
no  means  an  uncommon  sight  to  behold 
a  Swedish  officer  knitting  his  own  stock- 
ings, and  making  his  point  lace.' 

'  And  was  Gustavus  beloved  by  his 
soldiers  ?' 

'  He  was,  my  dear,  beloved  in  no  com- 
mon degree;  and,  though  he  enforced 
the  strictest  discipline,  from  the  general 
to  the  meanest  horse-boy  in  his  service, 
they  were  ever  ready  to  devote  them- 
selves to  death  in  his  cause.  On  one 
occasion,  he  was  during  an  engagement 
taken  prisoner  by  the  enemy.  A  soldier, 
perceiving  his  danger,  and  anxious  to 
conceal  from  them  that  it  was  the  king, 
galloped  up  with  three  or  four  compan- 
ions, and,  crying  out,  '  Have  a  care  of 
yourselves,  for  we  will  rescue  my  broth- 
er !'  soon  set  him  at  liberty.  Not  long 
afterwards,  Gustavus  saw  that  this  sol- 


dier had  in  his  turn  been  captured,  and 
immediately  making  a  charge  restored 
to  him  his  freedom,  saying  with  a  smile, 
'  Now,  brother  soldier,  we  are  upon  equal 
terms ;  for  the  obligation  has  become  re- 
ciprocal.' 

'  O,  mother!'  cried  Egbert,  'pray  tell 
us  more  concerning  this  king ;  I  think 
he  will  be  a  favorite  of  mine.' 

'  Willingly,  my  dear.  Gustavus  Adol- 
phus, king  of  Sweden,  began  to  reign  in 
the  year  1611.  He  was  the  greatest  mon- 
arch that  ever  sat  on  the  Swedish  throne, 
and  one  of  the  most  distinguished  heroes 
of  ancient  or  modern  history.  Besides 
uniting  in  an  eminent  degree  the  qualifi- 
cations of  a  statesman  and  a  commander, 
his  private  virtues  ought  to  be  held  up  as 
an  example  for  mankind  to  imitate.  He 
was  not  more  great  as  a  king  and  able 
general  than  as  a  pious  Christian,  a  sin- 
cere friend,  a  tender  husband,  a  dutiful 
son,  and  an  affectionate  parent.  His 
public  and  private  character  displayed  all 
the  virtues  that  dignify  humanity.' 

'  Then  he  was  a  good  as  well  as  a 
great  king,  mother?' 

'  He  was,  my  love.  Religion  was  the 
secret  spring  of  all  his  actions,  and  the 
daily  guide  of  his  conduct.  He  used  to 
say,  that  a  good  christian  could  not  make 
a  bad  soldier ;  and,  after  an  engagement, 
it  was  his  constant  practice  to  assemble 
all  his  officers  in  his  tent,  and  offer  up 
prayers  and  thanksgivings  to  the  Al- 
mighty Disposer  of  events.  '  Though 
war,'  he  would  say,  '  may  be  our  amuse- 
ment, yet  religion  is  our  business.' 
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'  Did  he  fight  many  battles  ?'  inquired 
George. 

-  ireraVrepJ  Stanhope-  '  ihe 

I  re  the  battle  ol  L     - 

sic  m  which  he  defeated  the  imperiaUstej 
commanded  by  the  i  '      Hit  Til- 

ly.    ,  .    L    !i,  iii  which  that 

lolled;  ai 
of  Lutzen,  w 
covered  with 

ha  Pl- 
an.! 

town  .  ■■■  id  a  v,uh  ll,t' 

rapid 

•  Bui  ,r  ki,,J  to 

bis    ;  'c'r 

did  be  u 

•  11,-  b  . 

,r,  that  bi 

wfa 

dii 

nn.l  In-  orders  w  !»ut 

the    inh 

and    . 

the  Priii 

•  v. 

•  \ . 
worthy  of  him.     1 
am  v' 

is  waa  pursuing  bu  < 

tioo  of  leaving  the  Stock- 

holm, in  Or 
war  with  her  hu 
many,  I 
supply  ■ 
\ 
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clapped  her  hands,  and  in  her  infantine 
language,  cried, '  More !  more !'  Delight- 
ed with  her  courage,  Gustavus  afterwards 
caused  her  to  be  present  at  a  review. 

'  Very  well,'  he  said,  perceiving  the 
pleasure  she  took  in  the  military  show, 
'  you  shall  go,  lam  resolved,  where  you 
shall  have  enough  of  this  diversion.' 
But  death  prevented  the  fulfilment  of 
his  promise.' 

'  See,  mother,'  said  Egbert,  holding  up 
his  netting,  '  I  have  done  a  row  already, 
with  no  mistakes  in  it.' 

'  And  very  nicely  done  it  is,  my  love,' 
said  Mrs.  Stanhope,  kissing  her  little 
boy.  '  And  now  that  you  are  all  em- 
ployed usefully  and  well,  I  think  I  must 
try  to  remember  a  story  for  you.  I  see 
you  have  no  objection  ;  so  I  will  com- 
mence without  delay.  It  is  an  account 
of  a  circumstance  which  happened  in  the 
reign  of  Gustavus  ;   and  the  title  is 

THE    CASTLE    OF    ERICSON.' 

The  Castle  of  Ericson  was  situated  on 
a  picturesque  and  woody  height,  a  short 
distance  from  Stockholm. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy-looking  edi- 
fice ;  but  the  flag  which  proudly  waved 
from  its  summit,  the  smoke  which  issued 
from  its  numerous  chimneys,  and  the 
well-arranged  order  of  its  extensive 
grounds,  showed  that  it  was  far  from  be- 
ing deserted.  One  fine  evening  in  sum- 
mer, a  horseman  was  seen  slowly  riding 
up  the  avenue,  which  led  to  the  Castle. 
He  was  an  officer,  in  the  prime  of  life, 
and  a  remarkably  fine  intelligent-looking 


man  :  but  there  was  an  air  of  thoughtful- 
ness  on  his  countenance,  which  almost 
amounted  to  melancholy,  as  he  passed 
on,  alike  heedless  of  the  romantic  scenery 
around  him,  and  the  mild  beauty  of  that 
summer's  eve.  He  was  at  length  roused 
from  his  meditations  by  the  sound  of 
voices,  and  his  eye  lighted  with  a  gleam 
of  pleasure,  and  a  smile  played  upon  his 
lip,  as  he  perceived  the  interesting  group, 
from  whom  the  noise  proceeded.  It  con- 
sisted of  a  young  and  beautiful  woman, 
who  was  gazing  with  maternal  fondness 
on  a  lovely  boy,  about  seven  years  of  age, 
and  two  sweet  little  girls,  busily  engaged 
in  the  pursuit  of  a  squirrel,  which  they 
had  just  discovered  in  the  bushes  near 
them.  As  soon  as  the  sound  of  the 
horse's  feet  was  heard,  the  poor  squirrel 
was  left  to  its  fate,  and  the  children,  run- 
ning forward,  were  soon  in  the  embraces 
of  their  father. 

'  What  a  long  time  you  have  been  at 
the  review  to-day,  father !'  said  little  Al- 
bert ;  '  but  you  are  come  just  in  time  to 
give  me  a  nice  ride:  so  pray  help  me  up.' 

The  general,  who  had  dismounted,  as- 
sisted his  little  boy  on  the  back  of  the  old 
war-horse ;  and  giving  his  arm  to  his 
wife,  whilst  his  little  girls  playfully  con- 
tended for  his  disengaged  hand,  proceed 
ed  towards  the  castle.  He  endeavored, 
but  unsuccessfully  to  conceal  from  his 
wife  his  discomposure  of  mind  ;  she  per- 
ceived that  something  had  vexed  him ; 
and,  when  the  cloth  was  withdrawn,  and 
the  servants  had  retired,  after  dinner,  sho 
affectionately   charged   him   with   being 
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very  thoughtful,  and  feared  that  he  had 
some  cause  for  uneasiness.  The  general 
laughed  away  her  fears  ;  told  her  that 
he  had  several  despatches  to  write,  and 
that  the  thought!  "i  -jiending  t:. 
ing  alone  in  ln>  -<udy,  v.  .  mffi- 

cient  to  make  him  melancholy.     '  It  is 

not  0  .  know,  my  love.'  continued 

•  that  1  can  • 
with  you ;  hut  I  must  not  complain, 
1 1  :,..'.  much 

ter  off1     Then  changing  l 
told    hi^  wife  all  i: 

r  an  hour 

|y. 
1 1  ronge- 

rd  a 

Itle    knock    at    tin-  door,  and    1  >  t  T I  - 

oriah   hii   father   ?ocd 

it,   ami    r 

I  aim; 

and  having  l»-towi'd  ! 

tic'  child  wa>  departing)  whi  n  I 

him  back,  ai. 

look'  .1     "II     i, 

•  a        .  my  boy,  '!■ 
■  1 1  father,  how  can  ;.  uch  a 

tjiK-u.m  P  repli(  1  '.i..    hil  I 
arms  round  hi-  ni 
you    and    mothei  1»  MS  than  a: 
tin'  whole  world.' 

'  And  will  yoO 
you  '.' 

'  I    will.  \       n    will 

nlwa .  m." 

'  Then,    my    boy,    pr«  .    that 

whilst   yon  [ire,  you  will  b 
and  dutiful  son  to  your 


and  that  should  anything  happen  to  me, 
in  the  various  chances  of  war,  you  will, 
as  far  as  you  are  able,  supply  my  place 
to  your  infant 

'  I  promise,  father,'  said  Albert  falling 
on  his  knees  ;   '  but  why  do  you  talk  of 
death  ? — You  cannot,  must  not  leave  us ;' 
and  the  tears  fell  thick  and  : 
lu-<k>. 
'  Death,  my  dear  Albert,'  said  th« 
eral.  '  mo  r  or  later  to  all  of 

us  ;  and  happy  are  those  who  fear  not  its 
appn  i  :..       B  ll   !  'rely  of  the 

f  war.  be 

spared  ma  row 

up  all  that  his  fond  pal 
Good   night,   my   child,  and   remember 
your  ; 

nd  his  father,  hury- 
for 
• 

a  had  cause  for  many  sad 
1 
•  r*   at  lb*  had  that  day 

turned   upon   a   lal  the 

•  1.  and  ii 
: 

\  '       •  ral 

• 
son  had  uu- 

jnat  and  ironical  :•  luct, 

and  a«-k<  d   him  if   he   did    r 
mand  a  r  1  per 

naturally   hn  rritated  ; 

and  h  ended 

hi-  1   he  as  inMantly 

it. 
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King  Gustavus  had,  a  short  time  he- 
fore,  in  order  to  repress  the  habit  of  duel- 
ling, which  he  considered  as  the  ruin  of 
all  discipline,  and  contrary  to  the  laws  of 
God  and  man,  issued  a  law,  that  whoever 
was  found  engaged  in  a  duel,  should  suf- 
fer the  punishment  of  death.  The  two 
generals  therefore  repaired  to  the  palace, 
and  requesting  an  interview  with  Gusta- 
vus, informed  him  of  their  quarrel,  and 
asked  his  permission  to  settle  it  sword  in 
hand.  The  king  was  highly  indignant ; 
but,  repressing  his  anger,  gave  them  per- 
mission :  '  And,  gentlemen,'  said  he  as 
they  were  leaving  the  presence  chamber, 
'  I  will  be  an  eyewitness  myself  of  your 
great  valor  and  high  spirit.'  And  he 
accordingly  named  the  time  and  place  of 
meeting. 

It  was  this  circumstance  which  caused 
the  saddened  brow  of  General  Ericson. 
When  calm  reflection  came,  he  remem- 
bered that  he  had  disobeyed  the  king's 
express  commands  ;  and  he  knew,  from 
the  way  in  which  permission  had  been 
given,  that  he  had  fallen  in  his  sove- 
reign's favor.  He  was  going  to  place 
his  life  in  danger ;  and,  consequently,  to 
risk  the  peace  and  happiness  of  his  be- 
loved wife  and  children.  No  wonder 
that  he  felt  sad  and  melancholy. 

The  morrow  came;  and  General  Eric- 
son  departed  from  the  castle,  as  if  about 
to  take  his  usual  ride.  His  look  was 
composed  and  cheerful ;  for,  ashamed  of 
the  passion  into  Avhich  his  temper  had 
betrayed  him,  he  was  resolved  to  make 
some  attempt  at  a  reconciliation.      Eric- 


son  was  no  coward  ;  many  a  wound  and 
scar  testified  of  his  courageous  spirit  in 
the  day  of  battle :  but  he  disliked  the 
habit  of  duelling ;  and  he  felt,  that  if 
General  Menke  should  fall  that  day,  his 
happiness  would  be  gone  for  ever. 

'But,  mother,'  said  Gertrude,  '  why 
did  he  fight  the  duel,  if  he  disliked  it  V 

He  was  afraid  he  should  be  thought  a 
coward  if  he  did  not. 

'  Then  he  was  afraid  of  being  thought 
afraid,'  said  George.  '  If  I  hcd  been 
him,  I  should  have  told  General  Menke, 
he  might  watch  my  conduct  in  the  next 
battle,  to  see  if  I  was  afraid.  I  am  sur- 
prised he  could  deliberately  ride  out  to 
murder  his  friend.' 

It  shows  you,  my  dear  children,  repli- 
ed Mrs.  Stanhope,  how  wrong  it  is  to 
give  way  to  passion  ;  and  to  how  much 
sin  a  quarrel  may  lead.  What  says 
your  little  hymn,  Egbert  ? 

'  Hard  names  at  first,  and  threat'ning  words, 

That  are  but  noisy  breath, 
May  grow  to  clubs  or  naked  swords, 

To  murder  and  to  death.' 

Yes  ;  it  is  a  dreadful  sight  to  see  friends 
or  brothers  quarrel.  I  trust,  my  dear 
boys  may  ever  continue  as  united  and  af- 
fectionate as  they  have  hitherto  been. 

But  to  proceed.  The  General  was 
much  surprised,  on  arriving  at  the  place 
of  meeting,  to  perceive  a  body  of  cavalry, 
which  immediately  surrounded  the  two 
officers.  Gustavus  himself  soon  appear- 
ed. '  Now,'  said  he,  '  fight  till  one  man 
dies.'  Then  turning  to  the  executioner, 
who  stood  near,  with  his  axe  ready  in 
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hil   hand,  he  added  ;    '  the   instant  one 
falls,  behead  the  other  before  my  • 

,  other 
for  some  moments  in  silence  ;  then,  ac- 
knou:  ln»el*  at  lh(-' 

kin-,  anu  i  pardon. 

•  1 1  ;,'  said  llie  gra 

Bichj    '  I'm  I  will  have  DO  more  duels.' 
Touched   With  his  clem.  . 


hearts    v. ere   subdued;    they   embraced 

other;    and  from  that  day.  • 
and   Menke  wore  cued  a*  aii  example  of 
■nip. 
.other,*  said  G 

•  Wiil  yon 
die  d- 


tu  *0 
iimnj  o  ' 
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from  her.  She  attempted  to  regain  the 
hridle ;  but  the  horse  turned  suddenly  out 
of  the  road,  and  she  followed  him.  Hav- 
ing lost  one  of  her  shoes  in  the  snow,  and 
wearied  by  the  exertion  she  had  made 
and  by  a  heavy  basket  on  her  arm,  her 
pursuit  of  the  horse  was  impeded  ;  but  she 
persisted,  and  overtook  him  about  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile  from  whence  she  alighted  ; 
she  regained  the  bridle,  and  made  anoth- 
er attempt  to  lead  him  home.  On  retra- 
cing her  steps  to  a  thicket  near  the  road, 
she  became  so  much  fatigued,  and  her 
left  foot,  which  was  without,  a  shoe,  was 
so  benumbed,  that  she  was  unable  to  pro- 
ceed farther.  Sitting  down  upon  the 
ground,  and  letting  go  the  bridle, '  Tinker,' 
she  said,  calling  the  horse  by  his  name, 
'  I  am  too  much  tired  to  go  any  farther  ; 
you  must  go  home  without  me  :'  and  ex- 
claimed, '  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  ! 
what  will  become  of  me  ?'  The  ground 
on  which  she  sat  was  upon  a  level  with 
the  field,  close  under  the  thicket  on  the 
S.W.  She  well  knew  its  situation,  and 
its  distance  from  her  house.  There  was 
then  only  a  small  quantity  of  snow  drift- 
ed near  her  ;  but  it  accumulated  so  rap- 
idly, that  when  Chesterton  bell  rang  at 
8  o'clock,  she  was  completely  hemmed  in 
by  it.  The  depth  of  the  snow  in  which 
she  was  enveloped  was  about  6  feet  in  a 
perpendicular  direction,  and  over  her  head 
between  2  and  3.  She  was  incapable  of 
any  effectual  attempt  to  extricate  herself, 
and,  in  addition  to  her  fatigue  and  cold, 
her  clothes  were  frozen  ;  resigning  herself 
therefore  to  the  necessity  of  her  situation, 


she  sat  awaiting  the  dawn  of  the  follow- 
ing day.  To  the  best  of  her  recollection, 
she  slept  very  little.  In  the  morning,  ob- 
serving before  her  a  circular  hole  in  the 
snow,  about  2  feet  in  length,  and  half  a 
foot  in  diameter,  running  obliquely  up- 
wards, she  broke  off  a  branch  of  a  bush, 
and  with  it  thrust  her  handkerchief  thro' 
the  hole,  and  hung  it,  as  a  signal  of  dis- 
tress, upon  one  of  the   uppermost  twigs. 

She  bethought  herself  of  having  an  al- 
manac in  her  pocket,  took  it  out,  though 
with  great  difficulty,  and  found  that  there 
would  be  a  new  moon  the  next  day,  Feb. 
4th.  Her  difficulty  in  getting  the  alma- 
nac arose  from  her  clothes  being  frozen  ; 
but  the  trouble  was  compensated  by  the 
consolation  which  the  prospect  of  so  near 
a  change  afforded.  Here  however  she  re- 
mained, day  after  day,  and  night  after 
night,  hearing  the  bells  of  her  own  and 
the  neighboring  villages,  particularly  that 
of  Chesterton,  which  was  about  two  miles 
distant,  and  rung  in  winter  at  8  in  the 
evening  and  4  in  the  morning,  Sundays 
excepted  ;  she  was  sensible  to  the  sound 
of  carriages  upon  the  road,  the  bleating 
of  sheep  and  lambs,  and  the  barking  of 
dogs.  One  day  she  overheard  a  conver- 
sation between  two  gipsies,  relative  to  an 
ass  they  had  lost.  She  recollected  having 
pulled  out  her  snuff-box,  and  taking  snuff, 
but  felt  so  little  gratification,  that  she  never 
repeated  it.  Possibly  the  cold  had  so 
far  blunted  her  powers  of  sensation,  that 
the  snuff  no  longer  retained  its  stimulus. 

Finding  her  left  hand  begin  to  swell, 
in  consequence  of  her  reclining  on  that 
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arm,  she  took  two  rings,  the  tokens  of  her 
nuptial  vows  twice  pledged,  from  her  fin- 
ger, and  put  them,  together  with  a  little 
money  from  her  pocket,  into  a  small  box, 
judging  that,  should  she  not  be  found  a* 
live,  the  rings  and  money  thus  depo- 
were  less  likely  to  be  overlobked   by  the 

overers  of  her  breathless  corpse.    She 
frequently  -limited,  in  hopes  that  h< 

radons  might  reach  any  that  chan 
to  pass,  but  the  snow  pn  reuti  d  the  a 

inn  of  her  voice.    Tin  who 

approached  her  nearer  than  any  other  per- 
sons, were  noi  und,  tho' 
she  particularly                •  -J  to    a-. 
their  atti  ation.     A  than  took  place  on  the 

Friday  after  the    COmi  M    of  het 

inisrortnni    ;   she  felt  ancornmonly  faint 

and  languid  ;     h<r  •  lothes    wen 

quite  through  by  the  melted  snow  ;    the 
tare  before  mentioned  t>ecame  co1 

■id  she  ati>-in; 

tease  herself ;   but  her  strength  was  too 
much  impaired  ;    het  feet  and  legi 

no  longer  obedient  to  her    will,   and   her 

mes  were  become  much  heavier  l  . 

wat-r  win  )i  they  had  iuihii  •         9 
for  she  tir>t  time,  began  to  despair  of 

:hat. 
all  things  considered,  she  should 

survr.  >•  I  24  hour-  Tins  w.i- 

mcrrning  of  her  emancipation.   The  apart- 
mem  «r  cave  of  snow  formed  around  bet 
was  sufficiently  huge  t"  afford  hi 
tn  move  herself  aboutS or 4 inches  many 
direction,  but  noi  iprighi.  it  be- 

inur  only  about  'l  feel  and  a  half  in  height, 
and  about  '2  in   the  broadest   part.     1 1  r 


sufferings  had  now  increased  ;  she  sat 
with  one  of  her  hands  spread  over  her 
face,  and  fetched  very  deep  her 

breath  was  short  and  difficult,  and  symp- 
toms of  approaching  dissolution  became 
hourly  more  apparent.       On    that    I 
Sunday,  F<      1".  J'«*eph  Mu:.  mg 

former, in  his  way  home  fromCai. 
about  half-pa-t  IS  o'clock,  pes* 
near,  As  spot  when  I  '•  r 

handkerchief,  hanging  upon  thi 
win  .-  led  it.  can| 

ace  and 

■  nd 
i  it  similar  to  that  of  a   p< 
hard  and  with  difficulty. 
looked  in.  and  -aw  the  woman   who   had 
tog  missing.     He  did  i 

to  ll< 

and  rd  at  a   little  <: 

municated  to  them  tin 
made  ;    npon  which,  though  they  little 
credited  I  ;*>*• 

\' 
nt   and    : 

s 

help  me  out  of  th  v 

Bled 

till  he  was  able  to  r<-a<h  h<-r 

bef.      'I 
turn  i 

the  man  v 

S     irday  m 

■  -hurrh.' 

H.  r    husband  ■ 

quainteu  with  the  discovery,  and  proper 
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means  were  taken  for  conveying  her  home. 
Her  husband  and  some  neighbors  brought 
a  horse  and  chaise-cart,  with  blankets  to 
wrap  her  in.  The  snow  being  somewhat 
cleared  away,  she  asked  for  a  piece  of 
biscuit  and  a  small  quantity  of  brandy, 
from  taking  which  she  found  herself  much 
recruited.  As  a  person  took  her  up  to 
put  her  into  the  chaise,  the  stocking  of 
the  left  leg,  adhering  to  the  ground,  came 
off,  and  she  fainted.  Nature  was  greatly 
exhausted,  and  the  motion,  added  to  the 
sight  of  her  husband  and  neighbors,  was 
too  much  for  her  strength  and  spirits. 
When  she  recovered,  she  was  laid  gently 
in  the  carriage,  covered  well  over  with 
blankets,  and  conveyed  to  her  own  house. 
It  appears  that  when  the  horse  came 
home,  her  husband  and  another  person  set 
out  on  the  road  with  a  lantern,  and  went 
quite  to  Cambridge,  where  they  only  learnt 
that  she  left  that  place  at  6  in  the  evening. 
They  explored  the  road  afresh  that  night, 
and  for  four  succeeding  days,  and  search- 
ed the  huts  of  the  gipsies,  whom  they  sus- 
pected might  have  robbed  and  murdered 
her,  till  she  was  unexpectedly  discovered. 


Dr.  Okes  saw  her  immediately,  and  she 
spoke  to  him  with  a  voice  tolerably  strong 
but  rather  hoarse  ;  her  hands  and  arms 
were  sodden,  but  not  very  cold  though  her 
feet  and  legs  were.  She  was  put  to  bed, 
and  weak  broth  given  her  occasionally. 
From  the  time  of  her  being  lost  she  had 
eaten  only  snow,  and  believed  she  had 
not  slept  till  Friday  the  8th.  The  hurry 
of  spirits,  occasioned  by  too  many  visitors, 
rendered  her  feverish ;  and  her  feet  were 
found  to  be  completely  mortified.  The 
cold  had  extended  its  violent  effects  from 
the  end  of  the  toes  to  the  middle  of  the 
instep,  including  more  than  an  inch  above 
the  heels,  and  all  the  bottom  of  the  feet, 
insomuch  that  she  lost  all  the  toes  with 
the  integuments  from  the  bottom  of  one 
foot.  Her  life  was  saved,  but  the  muti- 
lated state  in  which  she  was  left,  without 
even  a  chance  of  ever  being  able  to  attend 
to  the  duties  of  her  family,  was  almost 
worse  than  death  itself.  She  lingered 
until  the  13th  of  July,  1799,  when  she 
expired,  after  a  lapse  of  five  months  from 
the  period  of  her  discovery. 


TIME. 


On!  on!  our  moments  hurry  by 
Like  shadows  of  a  passing  cloud, 

Till  general  darkness  wraps  the  sky, 
And  man  sleeps  senseless  in  his  shroud. 

He  sports,  he  trifles  time  away, 
Till  time  is  his  to  waste  no  more  : 

Heedless  he  hears  the  surges  play ; 
And  then  is  dash'd  upon  the  shore. 


i  He  has  no  thought  of  coming  days, 

Though  they  alone  deserve  his  thought; 

And  so  the  heedless  wanderer  strays, 

And  treasures  nought  and  gathers  nought. 

Though  wisdom  speak — his  ear  is  dull; 

Though  virtue  smile — he  sees  her  not ; 
His  cup  of  vanity  is  full ; 

And  all  besides  forgone — forgot. 
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Boohs  published  and  for  sale  by  Charles  S.  Francis  and  J.  H.  Francis. 
THE    LITTLE    CHILD'S    BOOK. 

Little  Child's  Book,  or    Spelling  and  Reading  illustratea  by  Emblematic  Figures. 

A  new  edition. 

"  The  design  of  the  Little  Child's  Book  is  to  give  young  children  a  series  of  pic- 
tures with  short  definitions,  for  the  purpose  of  amusement  and  instruction  until  they 
are  capable  of  more  extensive  reading.  They  may  thus  be  led  to  the  knowledge  of 
a  great  number  and  diversity  of  books  already  published,  and  urged  finally  to  read 
the  entire  stories  or  particulars,  of  which  they  have  here  but  an  outline." 


THE    CASMET    ©F    GEMS. 
The  Casket  of  Gems,  or  the  Gift  of  an  Uncle  and  Aunt.     Illustrated,  with  fine  wood 

engravings  by  Anderson. 

This  book  is  principally  compiled  of  those  very  popular  and  interesting  Letters  of 
Uncle  and  Aunt  Newbury  which  have  appeared  in  Parley's  Magazine  for  the  last 
year. 


THE  SWISS  FAMILY  ESOBITOSOIV. 
The  Swiss.  Family  Robinson  Crusoe ;  or,  Adventures  of  a  Father  and  Mother  and 
Four  Sons  in  a  Desert  Island.  The  genuine  progress  of  the  story  forming  a 
clear  illustration  of  the  first  principles  of  natural  history,  and  many  branches  of 
science  which  most  immediately  apply  to  the  business  of  life.  To  which  are  added 
notes  of  reference,  explanatory  of  the  subjects  treated  of.  With  ten  cuts  from  new 
designs,  and  a  map  of  the  island.     From  seventh  London  edition. 


RHYMES  FOIS  THE  NURSERY, 

Munroe  &  Francis  have  just  published  a  new  and  complete  edition  of  this  little  Book  for  Moth- 
ers and  Nurses.  It  contains  all  the  Rhymes  that  are  to  be  found  in  a  great  number  of  little  books 
printed  under  the  titles  of  Nursery  Rhymes,  Rosebud,  Liiy,  &c,  &c,  with  upwards  of  60  cuts, 
which  makes  it  quite  a  picture  book,  as  well  as  an  amusing  song  book  for  these  who  have  the 
care  of  small  children      Price  25  cents  only. 


snsa  w&mvmwM'K  w 

Is  a  new  work,  which  has  been  admired  so  much  by  children  as  10  demand  several  editions  in 
a  vtry  short  period.     It  is  very  interesting  and  has  thirty  beautiful  cuts  in  Hartwell's  best  style. 


Roy's  Edition  of  ROBINSON   CRUSOE. 

Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe,  of  York,  Mariner,  with  an  Account  of  his 
Travels  round  three  Quarters  of  the  Globe.  Written  by  himself.  With  new 
designs  on  wood  by  Anderson.  Being  the  whole  complete  edition,  as  written  by 
the  author. 

This  is  no  abridgement  of  the  life  of  this  wonderful  man  but  contains  all  that 
was  ever  written  of  him.  It  contains  600  pages,  and  is  the  best  and  cheapest  edin 
tion  ever  published,  and  no  mistake.     Ask  for  Munroe  &  Francis'  Edition. 
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I    AM    BLIND. 

The  woodland  !   O  !  how  beautiful, 

How  pleasant  it  must  be  ! 
How  soft  its  grass — how  fresh  the  leaves 

Upon  each  forest  tree  ! 
I  hear  its  wild  rejoicing  birds 

Their  songs  of  gladness  sing; 
To  see  them  leap  from  bough  to  bough 

Must  be  a  pleasant  thing  : 
I  must  but  image  it  in  mind — 
I  cannot  see  it — I  am  blind  ! 

I  feel  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers, — 

Go  pull  me  one,  I  pray  : 
The  leaves  are  green  upon  its  stalk — 

'Tis  richly  red,  you  say? 

0  !  it  must  full  of  beauty  be — 
It  hath  a  pleasant  smell ; 

Could  I  but  see  its  loveliness, 
My  heart  with  joy  would  swell ! 

1  can  but  image  it  in  mind — 

I  ne'er  shall  see  it — I  am  blind  ! 

The  trees  are  glorious  green,  you  say — 

Their  branches  widely  spread; 
And  Nature  on  their  budding  leaves 

Its  nursing  dew  hath  shed. 
They  must  be  fair ;  but  what  is  green  ? 

What  is  a  spreading  tree  ? 
What  is  a  shady  woodland  walk  ? 

Say,  canst  thou  answer  me  ? 
No !  I  may  image  them  in  mind — 
But  cannot  know  them — 1  am  blind  ! 

The  songsters  that  so  sweetly  chaunt 

Within  the  sky  so  fair, 
Until  my  heart  with  joy  doth  leap, 

As  it  a  wild  bird  were — 


How  seem  they  to  the  light-bless'd  eye  ? 

What !  are  they  then  so  small  ? 
Can  sounds  of  such  surpassing  joy 

From  things  so  tiny  fall  ? 
I  must  but  image  them  in  mind — 
I  cannot  see  them — I  am  blind  ! 

A  something  warm  comes  o'er  my  hand ; 

What  is  it  ?  pray  thee  tell : 
Sunlight  come  down  among  the  trees 

Into  this  narrow  dell  ? 
Thou  seest  the  sunlight  and  the  sun, 

And  both  are  very  bright  ! 
'Tis  well  they  are  not  known  to  me, 

Or  I  might  loathe  my  night; 
But  I  may  image  them  in  mind — 
I  ne'er  shall  see  them — I  am  blind  ! 

My  hand  is  resting  on  your  cheek — 

'Tis  soft  as  fleecy  snow  : 
My  sister,  art  thou  very  fair  ? — 

That  thou  art  good,  I  know. 
Thou  art— thou  art !  I  feel  the  blush 

Along  thy  neck  doth  wend  ! 
Thou  must  be  fair — so  carefully 

Thy  brother  thou  dost  tend  ! 
But  I  must  image  thee  in  mind — 
I  cannot  see  thee — I  am  blind  ! 

The  changes  of  the  earth  and  sky, 
All  Nature's  glow  and  gloom, 

Must  ever  be  unknown  to  me — • 
My  soul  is  in  a  tomb  ! 

0  !  I  can  feel  the  blessed  sun, 
Mirth,  music,  tears  that  fall, 

And  darkness  sad,  and  joy,  and  woe, — 

Yea,  Nature's  movements  all: 
But  I  must  image  them  in  mind — 

1  cannot  see  them — I  am  blinp  ! 


CHRONICLE    OF   THE    CHURCH. 


NEW  HAVEN,  MAY  1,  1840. 


THE  XEW-Y0RKER. 


The  following  lines  were  composed  by  one  of  the  pupils  in 
the  Institution  fur  tlu.  Blind  in  the  city  of  New  York,  on  the 
death  of  Mrs.  Eliza  A.  Chajiin.  the  wife  of  John  It.  Chap  in, 
M.  D.,  who  died  March  3d,  1840k 

For  the  Chronicle  of  the  Church. 

She's  gone  ;  ah  yes,  forever  gone, 

From  earthly  scene*  she'l  lied, 
Her  cold  remains  now  tweetlj  . 

Among  the  idem  dead. 

£,'one,  and  o'er  her  lonely  grave, 

11'  I   In.',  .'p  ; 

She  sees  then  not,  norcan  their  sigh* 
Awake  her  trampul  deep. 

Bat  there  is  one  among  that  group. 

Who  HOOD*  with  tearful  eye*, 
To  kiss  the  hallowed  spol  where  she — 

His  dearest  treasure 

Long  did  he  watch,  with  anxious  care 

Her  i  fonn, 

That  faded  like  the  fragile  flow  r. 

Nip'd  by  die  winter  storm. 

I  to  the  place  where  once  she  dwell, 
leerfbl  aorile  it  I 
An  infant  in  tin-  efadia  >l<  I 
Thai  needs  a  mother's  care. 

A  prattlii  \eara  old. 

Around  lier  (all 
No  guardian  —thai  p'er  her  »u 

To  her  mother  < 

-  gone  ;  but  to  her  mourning  friends, 
One  flncrlu! 

Though  -  rated  hi  r>\  thej  >Lt  raaj  meet 

i 
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TraaiUtrd  for  (lie  Nssr-York-r 
THE  BUND  MOTHER. 

ISOM     "llU.1IO»l     D£     IIIiKCII." 

Li«tex,  daughter,  listen  well, 

ginning  frame ; 
tin  will  swell 
At  UlC  »■    .  -;'s  nunc; 

i  lie  etasera,  doauV 

a  blind  I  still  can  hear  , 
Nothing  but  sura  -j  iny  ear, 

v  a  stifled  sigh  is  springing.) 
*t  as  a  traitor  |iri»e — 
Hark!  I  bear  the  easement  rise! 

nirt 

iugb, 
Look,  wiili  Ernest  always  uigb, 
I  :aee«  |**s  not  u>  - 

-  ambling  Kmguc  T 
I  once  «u  :,.r  and  tunng. 
\W.  J  i,„,w  bow  hearts  are  wrung, 
.     1  tinning. 

m  ooanaers  all 

l '»  Mtne  one  iu  the  kail  '  — 
Emily  !  _,  ■  u  are  i 

T  if  iLr  mHnd,  yon  tell  me,  at* 

-  strains; 
">  in-  .cm  spaniel  muttering 

-.  my  aged  hour, 
-  r  jvuz  beauty's  dower; 

I  WlU  forgr  , 

i  need  not  Lore's  beginning— 
■ 
-eritsg  sou n<l*  of  kuset     - 
jre  not  >ptnning! 

rd  thai  kisses  •.: 
*n.tDce* 
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'  be  s  winning. 

wud- 


m  aanwaa  ail  Mi.,  bar, 
■en  links  I 

• : 

Not  ■  nan  fr™„  m,.  v, 


I   11  tak  . 


THE    ATHENAEUM 


vclv<      |gM      iglfQ, 


J^ 


THOUGHTS  OF  THE  BLIND. 
The  Bard  of  the   Uplands.  M,Qyit*.Gx* 
Lend  me  thine  hand  ; — so! — lead  me  forth  awhile:  ■ 

Thought  sickens,  and  my  musings  are  no  more 
What  they  have  been.     Ne'er  to  the  day-spring's 
smile, — 
Nor  even's  clouded  brow — nor  ocean's  floor — 
Nor  heaven's  arching  roof,  shall  time  restore 
The  beauty  and  the  grace  which  to  mine  eyes  they 
wore. 

How  soft  a  fragrance  plays  about  the  arr ! 
Those  borrowed  sweets  are  of  the  mead-flowers' 
lending ; 
I  feel,  although  I  see  not,  ye  are  fair, 

Where  with  closed  lids  ye  mark  the  noon-day's 

ending. 
Beneath  the  breeze  I  hear  the  grass-waves  bending ; 
Hues  caught  from  every  sense  into  my  soul  are 
blending. 

Where  then  hath  beauty  or  hath  grace  departed? 

Though  blind  I  see  them,  and  though  crushed  I 
feel. 
Even  were  I  fainter  and  more  feeble-hearted, 

Is  there  no  touch  in  Nature  that  could  heal? 


Is  she  not  all  things  in  our  woe  or  weal, 
And  will  she  scorn,  nor  hear,  the  falterer's  last  appeal  ? 

Hear  me,  oh  Mother !  on  whose  breast  I  lay, 
Nature's  poor  child,  unknowing  yet  my  doom; 

Think  what  I  was — look  what  I  am — and  say 
How  long  this  thirsting  fever  shall  consume. 
Why  hast  thou  taken,  leaving  me  in  gloom, 

From  Hope  the  green  leaf  and  from  Life  the  bloom? 

Have  I  not  given  thee  love  for  love? — oh  speak ! 
Have  I  not  worshipped  thee  through  youth's  brie, 
day? 

Have  I  not  clothed  with  thy  bright  form  the  bleak 
And  barren  aspect  of  wasted  life? — Decay 
Hath  come  upon  me — night,  with  not  a  ray 

To  chase  the  vulture  thoughts  that  on  my  spirit  prey. 

And  yet  when  oft  in  some  blest  hour  like  this, 
Child-like  in  spirit, — faltering, — weak, — child-led, 

Offering  my  tear-stained  cheek  unto  thy  kiss, 
The  breezy  upland  paths  forlorn  I  tread, 
Thou,  when  all  other  joys  are  faint  or  fled, 

A  calm  as  of  the  grave  around  my  steps  dost  shed. 


Come  to  me  now!— The  dead,— the  coldly-clad, 
Are  happier  than  the  living  thou  deniest ; 

Darkness  is  unto  them  a  thing  less  sad 

Than  light  is  to  the  blind  whose  path  thou  flie3t. 
Lead  me  where  fears  are  rife  and  dangers  highest, 

So  that  at  last  I  find  the  spot  where  hid  thou  liest. 

Hear  me— oh  hear!— My  soul  is  full  of  thee ; 
Yet  is  my  hope  disquieted  and  weak : 

Thou  that  providest  honey  for  the  bee 

Leave  me  not  comfortless  that  food  to  seek 
Which  the  mind  craves  of  thee! Lay  on  my  cheek 

Thy  soothing  touch,  oh!  thou  that  fill'st  the  wild 
bird's  beak! 

She  hears— she  comes: — oh  mother  and  best  friend! 
Thus  in  thine  arms  I  cast  me not  in  vain. 

Closer — yet  closer  fold  me — do  not  send 
The  struggler  back  unto  a  world  of  pain  :_ 
Thou  art  the  peace  of  life — without  the  stain, 

Rocked,  mother,  on  thy  breast,  I  live— I  breathe 
again ! 


The  Girl  at  her  Wheel. 

Sing  while  the  wheel  goes  round;— sing,  my  glad 

heart, — rejoice ! 
There  is  peace  above  and  around,  and  joy  in  the 

blind  girl's  voice. 

They  speak  of  the  rising  and  setting 

Of  suns  that  I  never  may  see ; 

They  speak  of  it  sadly — forgetting 

That  night  is  a  day-time  to  me. 

Sing  while  the  wheel  goes  round,  &c. 
They  say  I  was  blind  at  my  birth, 

And  the  beautiful  flower's  are  so  ; 
But  they,  when  blights  visit  the  earth, 
Die  springing,  and  fade  as  they  grow. 

Sing  while  the  "wheel  goes  round,  Sec. 
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THOUGHTS  OF  THE  BLIND. 
The  Old  Florist. 

Where  are  ye,  blessed  flowers? 
A  cloud  on  every  blossom  lies. 
Along  the  lawn  the  day-spring  dies, 

And  heaven  in  anger,  lours  ; 
Oh  !  never  more  to  these  dim  eyes 
The  beauty  of  your  bloom  shall  rise, 
When,        ilhing  soft  as  Seraph  sighs, 

Ye  close  at  even  hours  ! 

Sweet  odours  haunt  me  still ; 
A  rapture,  hidden  but  intense, 
And  springing  from  a  twofold  sense, 

Through  ■  rery  pulse  doth  thrill : 
Where  lifts  the  broom  its  golden  sheave* 

I  hear  the  rustling  of  the  leaves, 
Till,  like  the  spray  the  fountain  weaves, 
Strange  tears  mine  eyelids  fill. 

When  shall  we  meet  again, 
Oh!   Clin-  tellers  of  the  spirit'- 
Wbere  teen  are  at  their  fountain  dry, 
And  life  hath  no  more  pain  ; 

moping  lie. 
Nor  breathing  wake,  ut  wake  to  die. 
Like  hearts  that  break  at  memory's  sigh 
I  d  their  homage  I 

>\  hath  not  fled  ! 
_h  light  from  theeedull  orbs  both  flown, 
prim  not  alo 
I  i      ■  •        -hall  shed. 

1 1         ir*  (tout  light  Im  tone, 

Wbt  ound  hit  path  have  grown, 

And  while  ye  breathe  will  never  own 
I 

There  Is  a  hi  ■  "re 

Which  troubled  waters  neret  la 
'J'lur.  shall  v  'a  beautj  bloom  and  wVTt, 

And,  blooming,  lade  no  li. 

There  j 

And  in  a  Wi 

turn  ftorn  ye  t»  Him 

•ship  and  adore. 


The  Jfiesa  to  her  J. over. 

oil !  oease,  i'>  nltj  plead  no  more, 

ueh  I  fear  tb]   l  'ing  : 

The  fbunl  of  grief  is  gmhrag  tv, 

Although  no  tears  these  lids  are  veiling: 
Even  while  those  drops — the  deepest — slowest, 
I    cited  In  my  breast,  thon  canst  not  see, 
a  I  must  be,  well  thou  kno 
Mind  to  ul  -  and  thee! 

Then  cease oh  OBBM  ! — no  moro  pursuing 

I     icied  jo_\>  thai  end  in  i 
e  me  callous  to  thj  suing, — 

V      dd  tin  thought  caild  make  me  so! 
Say  1  am  heartless    hearts  arerh 

i       rne  cold— even  thai  maj 

Heartless  I  am— for  mine  is  given. 
And  cold  to  alU-Save  low  and  thee  ! 

But  Were  this  darkness  passed  W 

Which  checks  the  flow  of  youthful  feeling, 
And  in  the  dawn  of  Ufa' 

Others  as  fond  were  round  me  stealing; 


77/.  n,  though  their  truth  had  chased  my  night. 

I'd  rest  me  here,  whence  now  I  flee, 
And  living  only  in  thy  light 

Be  dead  to  all — save  love  and  thee  ! 

Eleanor*  Locisa  Mostagc. 
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THOUGHT!  OF  THK  BLIND. 
Tiit  Sulitary  Woman. 
B  that  idle  scoff! 
Remember  that  the  blind  can  (eel : 
igh  lxaul\'s  bloom  is  fading  off, 
What  does  its  !<*«  reveal  ■ 

.  where  the  blossoms  fall  apart. 
The  ex]>anding  of  the  fruitful  heart! 

I  know  th.it  I  am  weak  and  old, 

1  my  sou!  i-  youthful 
Bleak  win  .  <.•»  make  cold, 

W      SJB  fount  they  cannot  chiil : 
•   dong, 
current  there  flows  warm  and  -lion  •. 

■ 
Whi  jI  play ; 

And  M  '.  the  wave 

Thai  wash  awav  ;  — 

Twin-bom  to  farrow — uncamstd — 
The]  ne'er  hod  known  n  mother's  breast. 

And  1:'  '  «.is  all  to  them. 

And  more  than  all  to  love  and  me : 

■ .  re  the  lost  leaves  on  the  stem 
•.  ]«»ir  Mashed  I 

And  dearer  for  their  orphan  sake 

\N';i3  that  swc<-«  bond  I  could  not  break  ! 

my  brain  were  thronging. 

\\  :  depart, 

a  mother*  lorn: 

I  •hem  to  mi  !      rl  '  — 

I      ■  • 
The  sadness  of  tl 

Pot  he  whose  in ... 

.it  ; 
more 
i        sun  that  chasm)  I 
And  tl 
That  i  lh  of  days. 

I 

\'.  -  ear, 

Tb.  |  ^n  : 

-  .^ht. 
And,  «  I  piii.il  for  light 

And    •  1  did  frame 

To  tr. 

ae, 

M  %  Rum  j  ,  nuld  not  si 

When,  wander:  downy  cheek, 

.eh  could  of  their  bean 

But  t!  •  — and  all  is  past 

On  which  fin  fondness  I 

And  these  poor  faded  li ml*  outlast 
I  : — 
•  beneath  tl 
Is  there,  where  those  \oung  sleeper 


The  Melancholy  Mad. 
Those  whom  it  sees  not  can  the  spirit  love  ?— 

Yes !  like  a  spirit ;  and  such  love  was  mine, 
And  upward  soared  like  an  imprisoned  dove, 

Basking  undazzled  in  the  light  divine : 
And  my  heart's  resting-place  was  all  on  high, 

Nor  knew  I  yet  the  fellowship  of  the  worm  ; 

But  the  poor  bird  that,  fearless,  breasts  the  sky 

Must  yield  its  worn  wing  to  the  rushing  storm, 
And  mine  was  broken  by  a  breeze — a  sigh 
Poured  over  those  who  left  me  here  to  die  ! 

The  world  calls  this  madness ; — but  he  only  knows 

What  madness  means,  whose  inmost  heart  must 
bleed 
To  find  those  false  who,  were  they  his  worst  foes, 

He  had  betrayed  not  in  their  utmost  need. 
My  thought  is  too  much  stricken,  or  I  could  speak 

Of  that  through  which  I  fell ;  for  I  was  dark, 
Blighted  in  vision,  and  a  form  most  weak 

Did  point  me  out  for  foul  derision's  mark  : 
And  I  did  love — and  my  desertion  came ; 
I  knew  it — felt  it — but  forbore  to  blame. 

For  who  would  share  a  solitude  like  mine, 

So  strangely  visited  ? — or  who  would  strive 
To  lift  the  crushed  fruit  of  the  trampled  vine  ? 

Can  the  bee  fill  the  desolated  hive 
When  its  fine  cells  are  scattered  and  dispersed  ? 

And  can  I — wearied,  helpless,  and  alone — 
Garner  the  honey-draughts  for  which  I  thirst  ? — 

My  hive  was  scattered  ere  the  flowers  were  blown; 
And  love — the  rose  of  all ! — that,  too,  did  burst 
Its  petals  to  the  morn  that  found  me  thus  accursed ! 

Then  unto  this  most  drear  abyss  I  fell, 

Self-stricken  in  my  solitude  of  heart ; 
And  ever  above — about — around  my  cell 

Do  mocking  shadows  enter  and  depart, 
Till  my  vexed  spirit  groans,  and  I  could  bear 

Better  the  torture  than  this  silent  aching : 
The  very  trees  do  sicken  in  the  air 

I  breathe — so  still,  that  not  a  leaf  is  shaking  ; 
And  Life  sits  palsied  on  the  cheek  of  care — 
And  Thought  is  speechless,  save  in  her  despair  ! 


The  voices  that  do  visit  me  are  not 

The  voices  of  mine  earlier  day ; they  seem 

But  shadows  of  them, — echoes  from  that  spot 

Where  love  was  as  the  music  of  a  dream  ! 

All  sounds  are  strange  to  me ; — sometimes  a  wave 

Flows  through  these  caverns  where  I  now  abide, 
Startling  the  silence  with  its  hideous  rave. 

I  know  not  to  what  gulph  I  next  may  glide, 
But  whether  on  land  or  where  the  waters  lave, 

That  secret  shall  go  with  me — to  the  grave  ! 

The  Orphan  Sisler. 
Forsake  me  not,  brother!  there's  darkness  around, 
And  the  burial  toll  hath  a  twofold  sound  ; 
Like  the  last  sob  of  death  it  comes  solemn  and  slow 
From  the  desolate  sod  where  our  mother  lies  low. 
I  better  had  borne  to  have  seen  her  depart ; — 
Oh  !  where  shall  I  go  from  this  sickness  of  heart? 
If  thou  leav'st  me  to  silence,  there  madness  will  be, 
And  the  earth  were  a  grave  if  it  were  not  for  thee  ! 
I  turn  to  the  past — but  wherever  I  move 
The  haunts  of  my  childhood  are  full  of  her  love  ; 
"What  the  sun  is  to  others  I  felt  when  she  smiled, 
And  the  voice  of  the  mother  was  light  to  her  child ! 
I  look  on  the  present — and  what  am  I  now, 
With  the  void  in  my  breast,  and  the  dust  on  my  brow? 
A  burthen  thou  bearest  and  wilt  not  forsake — 
A  chain  that  thou  longest,  yet  tremblest,  to  break. 
I  think  of  the  future — there  comfort  is  none  ; 
A  few  hurried  years  and  thy  place  will  be  gone ; 
And  the  love  of  a  dearer  shall  rend  us  apart — 
And  thou'lt  steal  from  my  side  in  the  smile  of  the 

heart ! 
And  whither  and  where  for  support  shall  I  fall, 
Shut  out  from  the  sunbeam  that  beameth  for  all  ? 
Lives  there  one  who  can  trace  me  the  path  of  the 

wind  ? 
And  who,  then,  shall  share  in  the  thoughts  of  the 

blind  ? 

Eieanora  Louisa  Montagu. 
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THE    BLIND    ON!.    ' 

bV    MK5.    C.  1.   EiMES. 

L 

lv,  gently,  Hide    E 

Lead  ljer  falteruig  UC|>  along— 
L'.ad  her  from  the  indoor  dwell'. 

Out  the  garden  walks  moo 
Where  the  Violet  bloom*  tlie  fairest. 

Where  the  Lily  lovelieat  bends, 
Where  the  Rosea  scent  U  rarest, 

Where  the  Bee's  low  hum  shall  greet  lier. 

Where  the  wood -bird  a  note  is  M>- 
Oh  to  her  tho*e  «ou'id»  are  vveet-r 
Now  than  when  alie  tar  and  heard. 
There  lead  you  halnkssw  I  harge,  dear,  and  gire  her  fruiu  and 

Mowers  ; 
They  will  serve  I  ^looauoeas  »od   dark 

ened  lnurs. 

II 
ly,  gently,  I         I 
Lead  hcn'neaih  the  (West  i. 

,  are  telling 
Soft  (ales  to  ihr  V 
8il  down  un  the  iim  root*  k 

.Sim;  bar  yut  own  liapilsj  .wain, 
r  _\...i  own  •  bUdiab  siory  . 

It  will  iikr  her  bach  ■" 

M  swelling 
In  b<  led  heart. 

v7h*»«*v  ••>»>. 

•ii  her  coaxing  an 
To  BUM  to  the  lullaby  .he  sang  at 
Oh  mom  i»  HBM  .—they  both,  ajaj 

Urn. 
Lead  ou i 
XII  ti  .  in  that  d» 

\\1„  ;.owreomu.r 


1%1+J  . 


A 


)'ri(.  i,rr  gentr; 

Aad  daily  whrn  ft  wander, 

t  mi;  be, 
Lei  her  ti"t  too  sadlv  | 

On  her  mournful  de«< 
A«.l  ihanlg  »he  caaplaia  m  wwj 

You  will  ncrcr  be  unkind. 
Hut  remember.  ..an 

U  the  pathway  of  the  B 
Bull  gently,  gently  lead  her  to  aacb.  fair  and  Minn'  •, 

'.,.  little  Ellen,  if  yon  eoMT  her  darken 
/  ass*)  riorr.  1811. 
•  A  si.ter  ol""lkr   »r.trt.  .1  f..r  child  of  11  "  rifta  ... 

laiary  daatroyad  wd  ■"  lap*  riwuaraak]  ikmttmtmmm»*mm% 


I    AM    BLIND. 
Bt  the  late  Robs 

The  woodland:  ob!  bo*  beaut.: 

How  pleasant  it  n. 

-  ft  its  grass,  bov  fresh  tl. 

I' pon  each  furrst  tree. 
I  bear  i»  ail  I  rr-.ioicing  birds 

r  songs  of  ptsjurss  sin? : 
To  see  them  leap  from  boogb  10  bough 

Must  be  a  pleasant  1L1.  . 
I  must  but  imsfT  it  in  imn  J, 
I  cannot  see  it— I  am  blind ! 

1  feel  tbe  fragraner  of  Ibe  C 
ill  mr  one.  I  prajr : 
Tbe  leatr.  are  green  apon  it*  stalk — 

.  must  full  of  bcaoii 
It  balb  a  pleasant  saaell . 
Could  1  but  str  it*  sordines*, 

J.^srt  «ab  joj  «ju;  :     .        — 

I  ou  tut  iiip  it  ...  mind . 

I  am  blind: 

Tb*  trees  are  glorious  groan  too  »»> . 
-  branebe*  widely  laiaal ; 
an  tbnr  luMir.a  bai 
-».i.«  drw  balb  shed* 

nren* 
Wbai  to  a  .prrado. . 
Whal  to  a  abnay  woodland  ■ 
canst  tboa  answer  ■ 
mar  image  thaw*  in  tciod. 
But  cannot  know  tbem- 1  am  Mind : 

Tbe  suug—i.  (bat  ao  aaaatly  chant 
'sir. 

r  doth  baa, 
■ 

II  .  w<tb  ihry  to  tb*  light  Wsmii  eye* 
Waal :  an  Uaey  nsn>  *o  asnall  f 

Can  soaod.  at  aaek  ssupaasiag  y  > 

n  thing*  so  dnj  fai: 
I  mast  bat  swag*  uVm  tn  mind ; 

A  toaaausing  wart*  came,  o'er  my  band ; 

vmliffei  naaia  down  aaaoag  o*t  trees 

Into  this  narrow  aVO? 
Tkwa  aatat  lb*  sardurbl  and  tb*  *nn. 


xUrj  air  uo4  known  so  tar. 
Or  1  marbi  loalb*  my  tu» 
Hut  I  taa)  .mac  Ibom  ia  aaiod : 

•    all  srr  tbem— lam  blind: 

My  band  to  resting  an  ytsnr  abash ; 
rl  aaflear;  snow; 
v»*r.  art  tboa  s»rr  feu  I 
■'.Mm  art  good,  U..  » 
Tboa  an— tboa  art!     1  iarl  tbe  Uasb 

r«-k  dotb  wwo* : 
Tboa  mwti'b*  feir;  *o  oarrfullr 

:  rotbtr  tboa  4o*t  wad '- 
Bat  1  moot  imag*  tbe*  in  maad ; 
1  cannot  a**  Ibea— I  am  blind  : 
Tb*  ebaner.  of  Ibe  eartb  and  «kr. 
All  Xanirr  s  glow  and  gloom. 
.  t«t  b»  anknown  to  mr ; 
My  soul  »  ma  tomb: 

;  can  hrl  lb*  bkaard  bob. 
Minh.  iuu«.r.  trar.  that  (all. 
And  darkness  sad,  and  joy.  and  woe  : 

s  .run  a  moeemrnts  ail  :— 
Bat  1  most  image  tbem  in  mind  ; 
1  cannot  are  tbem— I  am  blind  ! 
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THE  BLIND  BEGGAR. 

BY   CHA.B.LES    G.   EASTMAN,  ESQ. 

He  sits  by  the  great  high  road  all  day, 

The  beggar,  blind  and  old  ; 
The  locks  on  his  brow  are  thin  and  gray, 
And  his  lips  are  blue  and  cold  : 
The  life  of  the  beggar  is  almost  spent; 
His  cheek  is  pale,  and  his  form  is  bent ; 
And  he  answereth  low  and  with  meek  content, 
The  sneers  of  the  rude  and  bold. 

All  day,  by  the  road,  hath  the  beggar  sat, 

Weary,  and  faint,  and  dry  ; 
In  silence  patiently  holding  his  hat, 
And  turning  his  sightless  eye  ; 
As,  with  cruel  jest  and  greeting  grim 
At  his  hollow  cbeek  and  eyeball  dim, 
The  traveller  tosses  a  cent  at  him, 
And  passeth  hastily  by. 
To  himself  the  blind  old  man  doth  hum 

A  song  of  his  boyhood's  day, 
And  his  lean  white  fingers  idly  drum 

On  his  thread-bare  knee  where  they  lay  ; 
And  oft,  when  the  gay  bob-o'link  is  heard, 
The  song  of  the  youth-hearted  yellow-bird, 
The  jar  of  life  and  the  traveller's  word, 
And  the  shout  of  children's  play ; 

He  starts,  and  grasps  with  a  hurried  hand, 
The  top  of  his  smooth-worn  cane, 

And  striketh  it  sturdily  into  the  sand — 
Then  layeth  it  down  again  ! 


While  his  black  little  spanier,  beautiful  Spring, 
That  he  keeps  at  his  button-hfcle  with  a  string, 
Leaps  up,  and  his  bell  goes  ting-a-ling  !  ling ! 
As  he  yelps  with  impatient  pain. 
Then  he  counteth  his  gains  with  quiet  heed, 

As  the  few  through  his  fingers  slide ; 
He  knows  there  is  scarcely  enough  to  feed 
The  beautiful  dog  by  his  side  : 
So  he  holdethhis  hat  and  waiteth  still, 
Though  the  day  is  worn  and  the  night  is  chill, 
With  patient  hope  his  hand  to  fill 

From  the  offals  of  pomp  and  pride. 
He  sits  by  the  great  high  road  all  day, 

That  beggar  blind  and  old  ; 
The  locks  on  his  brow  are  thin  and  gray, 
And  his  lips  are  blue  and  cold ; 
Yet  he  murmureth  never,  day  nor  night, 
But  seeing  the  world  by  his  inner  sight, 
He  patiently  waits  with  a  heart  all  light, 
Till  thesnm  of  his  life  shall  be  told, 
Woodstock,  Vt. 


New  llavcii,  Wednesday,  April  13, 1841. 


Washington  Temperance  Society. 

For  the  Fountain. 
The  following  lines  were  written  about  ten 
years  since  by  a  lady  in  East  Haddam,  who  was 
eighty  years  old,  and  entirely  blind;  They  have 
never  been  published,  and  are  now  offered  fur  the 
columns  of  the  Fountain. 

On  Java's  rich  and  fertile  grcund 

A  tree  of  deadly  poison  grew, 
Which  sent  a  noxious  vapor  round, 

And  man,  and  beast,  and  reptile  slew. 

A  poison  of  a  deadlier  kind, 
And  more  the  object  of  our  fear, 

Which  kills  the  body  and  the  mind, 
Has  spread  its  influence  far  and  near. 

This  poison  casts  a  deadly  gloom 
On  all  our  earthly  sweets  and  joys ; 

It  sends  its  thousands  to  the  tomb, 
And  every  heavenly  hope  destroys. 

It  severs  every  social  tie 
That  binds  us  to  our  kindred  here, 

And  all  the  Christian  graces  dia 
If  once  ihey  come  within  its  sphere. 

Then  let  us  shun  the  deadly  bane, 

Nor  touch,  nor  taste,  nor  give,  nor  sett; 

For  lo !  the  dead  are  in  itu  train, — 
It  opens  wide  the  gates  of  hell. 
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[From  ibe  New  World.] 

THE     BLIND     BEGGAR. 

■  .   <;.    kasT.man. 

He  si's  by  the  -^ r--:it  higb  road  all  i 

The  beggar  blind  and  old— 
Th'-  locks  on  Ins  brow  are  iliin  and  gray. 

And  liis  lip«  arc  blue  and  cold  : 

The  l  it  almost  spent, 

pale  and  Ins  form  is 
And  bi  low  and  wilb  meek  001 

of  ihe  nidi'  and  bold. 

All  day,  l.y  the  road,  bath  the  beggar  sat, 

Weary,  and  faint,  and  dry — 
In  silence  patientlj  holding  Ins  liat, 

A  d  turning  hi 

■  tli  cruel  je  I  .-.im, 

Ai  Ins  Imlliiw  chi  ball  dim, 

The  traveller  losses  a  oeni  ii>  him, 

And  paaai  1 1 •  ruunil]  bj . 

To  himself  ihf  blind  old  nan  doth  hum 
And  his  lean,  while  Bngers  idlj  drum 

On  Ins  llinudl 
And  nil,  wbi  n  :  -,rd 

The  song  "i  the  yooth 

The  j.ir  of  i.i 
And  the  shoo  I  • 

with  a  harried  hand 
Booth-worn  • 
turdil)  inio  i 
Then  layeth  it  down 

That  be  keeps  at  Ins  button-hole  with  u 

Leapt  up,  and  Ins  ball  !n,g, 

'.  ■  be  yelps  wilfa  imj  uii  nt 

Then  be  counteth  Ins  grains  with  qi 
the  It  w  through  h 

I 
The  beautiful  i 
So  ha  holdeth  bis  bai  and  woiteth  still, 

Though  lb«  day  is  WOTO  and  the  night  is  chill, 

With  patieoi  hope  Ins  band  to  till 

From  lh. 

I  le  sits  bj  the  gn  ai  high  rand  ull  tJaj , 

That  beggar  blind  and  old. 
The  locks  on  Ins  bro«  arc  ibin  an,: 

And  Ins  lips  ,\.  |  ,,|J  . 

uiurtnureth 

Bat  set  ing  the  world  bj  its  inner  si 
Ho  patiently  wails  with  a  loan  all 
Till  the  sum  of  his  life  shall  be  told. 


Boston, 


>\TURDAY    ii    nE-I    1842. 


[From  Bentlrr's  Mitcallanv  fot   Ms 

THK  BLIND  MAN    \ND  8UMW 

at  tninix  josh. 

■  thr  fianJ.  m>  littWuid*.  and  lead  ra«to«hs 

That  1  mar  hail  tha  •ummarroo.  and   fat  J 
one*  mora  . 

it.  inthuawort  porch  .  now  ha 

.'-..■  tha  old  man  to  his  thouchtt.  that  rain  and 
bolt 

la  th*w    .i.i 
maol<  • 
That  Nu.t  nit  <>»  i 

i  B'iat  all  thinit  iis»m   t-*rtaalh  a  akt  sa 

ratb**abc»  » 

Th*  whi»f*r  of  lh*  It  •»*•  appaara  an  i 

Or  «om*  low  hrmo  fior  unib-. 

world*  •' 

«i§.  tbouth  lotrlf  too.  aad  ^-4tT**- 

.htatt  tinlt  l ha  r» *t  of  Ban  <  otild  tut 

<  .n  ►o'l..  '  a  bit  hrow.lh*  antnlsli 

Cross  hit  1  - 

V.  tboo  haft  root*.   with  i!ad 

Tht  cola    I.  U  in   a  Id    the   traea  as* 

\       .  «•  •,  •.        :•'.«'     hill  I  rtoa   bleoa 

la  all' 

'   :lmafhar> 
■Ml, 
And  haao«f  thai  " 
Burma  OMt  . 

an  lapMfWia  forau  for  • 

Usa*rcha?plawur.  .fit  that  the/a  alone 

nrti  tain* 

It  nat  '     •  to  ar  ronth 

'  r.ctr-.UH  rua,  sod  «aufc  lb* 

■aid  tract  each  btrnn  ibiat  that  canst  sums 

f •    •  lind  aan  bassosaa,— for  kiBtt  hssne 


Ando!'  -.   will 

■r tl  upon  bis  fcr  »jf  sat  bos*  tha  nat 

A  sobbuw  kaa  will  daasp  this  chetk-Ah     then  tit 

■  •  it  i»  at  »«i  dear  ckUd,  and.  b*t  I  caaawt 

But   ks  know  kirn  cr 

hit  lau*h— 

uto  tht  cwt— I  eta 

.  i  not .  w  hro  tbt  knew  arc  bant  in  heir  prat  r 

tht. 

•  iod  thou  art  not  blind,  t 

tht  ' 


THE 


MOTHER'S  ASSISTANT 


AND 


YOUNG  LADY'S  FEIEND 


WILLIAM  C.  BROWN,  EDITOR. 


"  Out  babes  shall  richest  comforts  bring  ; 

If  tutored  right  they  'II  prove  a  spring 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rise ; 

We  Ml  form  their  minds  with  studioUB  care, 

To  all  that's  manly,  good  and  fair, 

And  train  them  for  the  skies." 

Dr.  J\"aihamel  Cotton. 

"  When  her  little  party  of  friends  were  somewhat  fatigued,  and  my  sister  vraj  at  a  loss  to  pre- 
sont  them  with  fresh  amusement,  sho  sat  down  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  spontaneously  began 
talking  about  tho  goodnoss  of  Jesus  Christ.  Sho  touched  on  tho  most  prominent  events  in  his 
life  with  such  simplicity  and  animation  of  countenance,  as  interested  all  ber  visiters  and  me 
likewise." — .Martha,  by  Rev.  Andrew  Hied. 
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THE 


MOTHER'S    ASSISTANT. 


VOL.  III. 


MARCH,  1843. 


THE  BLIND  BOY. 


ET   MISS    H.    F.    GOULD. 


O !  tell  me  the  form  of  the  soft  summer  air, 
Which  tosses  so  gently  the  curls  of  my  hair ; 
It  breathes  on  my  lip,  and  it  fans  my  warm  cheek, 
Yet  it  gives  me  no  answer,  though  often  I  speak ; 
I  feel  it  play  o'er  me,  refreshing  and  kind, 
Yet  touch  it  I  cannot — I'm  blind,  O  !  I'm  blind  ? 

And  music,  what  is  it ;  and  where  does  it  dwell  ? 
I  sink  and  I  mount  with  its  cadence  and  swell ; 
While  touched  to  my  heart  with  its  deep-thrilling  strain, 
Till  pleasure,  e'en  pleasure  is  turning  to  pain ; 
What  brightness  of  hue  is  with  music  combined? 
Will  any  one  tell  me  ? — I'm  blind,  O !  I'm  blind ! 

The  perfumes  of  flowers  which  are  hovering  nigh, 
What  are  they  ;  on  what  kind  of  wings  do  they  fly  ? 
Are  not  they  sweet  angels  who  come  to  delight 
A  poor  little  boy  who  knows  nothing  of  sight  ? 
The  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  are  to  me  undefined  ! 
€) !  tell  me  what  light  is— I'm  blind,  O !  I'm  blind ! 
3* 


G  0   1)   E 


Y  ' 


L  A  D;Y  '  S    BOOK, 


JII.V 


THE    BLIND    MOTHER. 


BT  UART  E     LEB 


I  <l»  brilliant  mnrninft  I 
Will  n  P  la      ■•.  i-  n  i  ,«  muirrn  boa 
B  I  POT  nil  unv 

I  o  brush  from  n. 
(  II  ihi   I  Iubi  1  .„.| 

: I  'III  .in. I  r. .)»«.!. 

'  i\  i»i  « i.l.  .  t|,i,i  tprrad, 

h  waa  iii.-  ii.nr  i\h.  n  Mem  nm|  i<-«f 

I  ,rlef, 

Ami  l.i! 

As  il    ill  hi-  «.  {.■  r 

Urn  ii  ■  H  n  .• ...  wlU(.h  ,h(,  wn.#  eUj  pUy 

Oo  Lha  bright  lUMlnlM  lh..t  r.ximM  «w»y, 

Uka  a  ill  var  thread)  tha  rala  bi 


fij  ararp«..f  lirinerT. 

r  ihedowrr-  vnd, 

<ln«,  like  picau  from  a  better  Uod,    ' 
r  ih<-  inujic  of  bee  and  I 

laai  note*  war*  atari  w baa  h«rd, 
That  Ihr  UJ.t  rrclmrj  «-.  joori 

A*  If  \u  n.nr  (he  In  id?  laodatapr 

Atoll  •i.inrj  «jii 

•  md  blac k  u  a  midnight  pall, 
Utlaai  bloaaoma,  ao  paaaiof  Ik 

And  iho  inawt-trilwe  arctn'd  but  ipectre  ihinre, 
.ir  on  riuhanltl  wtnta, 

ght  of  her  are,  arm*  quenched  »ad  blind. 
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Written  for  the  Ladies'  Garland. 

LINES 

Inscribed  to  a  Blind  Poetess. 

BY   JAMES   LUMBARD. 

"  True,  I  am  blind  to  the  external  world ;  I  have  never 
beheld  what  all  tell  me — what  I  feel  must  be  so  beau- 
tiful ;  but  I  have  a  world  within  myself,  which  is 
sufficient  to  make  me  happy." 

Sightless  minstrel !   thou  art  blest ! 
For  thou  hast  within  thy  breast 
That  which  yields  thee  more  delight 
Than  would  all  the  joys  of  sight, — 
That  which  ever  will  impart, 
Peace  and  quiet  to  thy  heart ! 

Thou  art  blest ! — for  though  thy  eyes 
Ne'er  have  seen  the  lovely  guise 
In  which  Spring's  bewitching  sheen 
Clothes  the  fields  and  meadows  green, — 
Still  thy  "  inner  sight"  beholds 
All  the  beauty  it  unfolds  ! 

With  transcendant  glory  fraught, 
Is  the  soul-reviving  thought, 
That  beyond  the  spreading  sky 
Undiscovered  mansions  lie, 
Which  are  always  blight  and  fair, 
For  no  darkness  enters  there ! 

Oh,  a  more  than  earthly  light 
Then  will  open  on  thy  sight, — 
Light  which  sparkles  round  the  throne 
Of  the  High  and  Holy  One! 
And  amid  the  seraph-choir 
Thou  wilt  tune  thy  golden  lyre  ! 
Vtiea,  JV.  J'.,  1843. 
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THE  BLIND  BRIDE. 

The  following  Poem  derives  its  origin  from  a  Romance  ot  Real  Life,  the 
scene  of  which  is  in  one  of  our  midland  counties.  A  young  lady  of  great 
beau'y  and  accomplishments  was  suddenly  depri/etj,  by  an  inflammation,  of 
the  sense  of  sight.  Nevertheless,  msread  of  sinking,  under  so  heavy  a  dis- 
pensation, into  listlessness  and  melancholy,  with  an  admirable  spirit  she  re- 
tained her  cheerfulness,and  continued  all  her  former  pursuits,  as  far  as  the  pri- 
vation would  allow.  She  continued  to  play,  sing,  dance,  walk,  and  even  ride 
out  on  horseback — preserving  a  bright  mind,  amidst  her  darkness,  and  a 
happy  countenance.  Soon  afterwards  a  gentleman  returned  from  abroad, 
who  had  been  the  companion  of  her  childhood — and  her  lover  in  his  boy- 
hood. Touched  by  the  noble  spirit  with  which  she  bore  her  calamity,  and 
still  retaining  his  old  attachment  to  her,  he  offered  his  heart  and  hand  for  her 
acceptance — in  spite  of  the  urgent  counsel  of  his  friends,  and  even  the  remon- 
strances of  the  lady  herself.  But  he  remained  firm  to  his  purpose :  and  the 
■verses  were  composed,  as  if  addressed  by  him  to  his  Brind  Bride. 

Thou  seest  me  not,  my  own  dear  bride; 

Yet  blight  thy  smile,  my  Esperance, 
Anl  when  we  sported  side  by  side, 

Or  mingled  in  our  playmates'  dance — 
Thv  step,  as  then,  is  light  and  free, 

Thy  stirrup  firm  and  fearless  still: 
Such  power  abides  in  constancy 

Of  faith  and  hope,  and  steadfast  will. 

I  lov'd  thee  then,  my  heart's  first  joy, 

I  love  thee  now,  and  tenfold  more        , 
Than  when  the  sadden'd  stripling-boy 

Left  thee  and  thine,  and  England's  shore. 
One  lingering  gaze  behind  I  cast ! 

The  young  eye  watch'd  me  from  the  hill : 
O  had  1  deem'd  that  look  thy  last ! 

But  here  thou  art,  and  dearer  still. 

Thy  mind's  a  kingdom  all  my  own ; 

And  like  the  lark,  in  morning  air, 
Thy  playful  voice,  whose  minstrel  tone 

Can  charm  away  my  every  care. 
The  peace  which  pure  high  thoughts  impart, 

The  scents,  the  sound  of  jocund  Earth, 
Are  thine — and  more  than  all,  a  heart 

That  beats  for  thee  and  feels  thy  worth. 

What  though  alike  unmark'd  by  thee 

The  moonbeam  and  the  noontide  ray. 
'Tis  mind,  and  heart,  and  converse  free, 

Turn  gloom  to  joy,  and  night  to  day. 
Then  cheer  thee,  love  :  where'er  we  go, 

My  step,  my  thought,  shall  wait  on  thfne  : 
Tliv  spirit  tried  in  weal  and  woe, 

My  Esperance,  shall  strengthen  mine. 
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THE  BLIND  BOY. 
The  following  was  written  for  the  children  of 
the  Sunday  school  of  St.  Thomas's  church,  by  the 
nclOT.— Episcopal  Kccordir. 

It  was  a  bit-sued  summer  tlay  ; 
Tli.-  Bowes  MoomedL  the  air  nj<  mild, 

Hie  bir.l-  |H..ir.-,i  l"..rili  their  lay, 
And  ever)   Hung  in  nature  »ii. 

In  pleasant  thouf.1 
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Of  roses  from  thy  smooth  cheek  gone, 
And  ebon  ringlets  tum'd  to  gray. 

Ah  !  then  I  blest  ihe  sightless  eyes 
Which  could  not  feel  the  deepening  shade, 

Nor  watch  beneath  succeeding  skies 
Thy  withering  beauty  faintly  fade. 

/saw  no  paleness  on  thy  cheek, 

No  lines  upon  thy  forehead  smooth, — 
But  still  the  blind  man  heard  thee  speak, 

In  accents  made  to  bless  and  soothe, 
Still  he  could  feel  thy  guiding  hand 

As  through  the  woodlands  wild  we  ranged,- 
Still  in  the  summer  light  could  stand, 

And  know  thy  heart  and  voice  unchanged. 

And  still,  beloved,  when  life  grows  cold, 

We'll  wander  'neath  a  genial  sky, 
And  only  know  that  we  are  old, 

By  counting  happy  years  gone  by: 
For  thou  to  me  art  still  as  fair 

As  when  those  happy  years  began,— 
"When  first  thou  cam's!  to  soothe  and  share 

The  sorrows  of  a  sightless  man! 

Old  Time,  who  changes  all  below, 

To  wean  men  gently  for  the  grave, 
Hath  brought  us  no  increase  of  wo, 

And  leaves  us  all  he  ever  gave : 
For  I  am  still  a  helpless  thing, 

Whose  darkened  world  is  cheer'd  by  thee; 
And  thou  art  she  whose  beauty's  Spang 

The  blind  man  vainly  yearned  to  see  ! 


SPEAK  NOT  HARSHLY. 
Speak  not  harshly  when  reproving 

Those  from  duty's  path  who  stray  ; 
If  we  would  reclaim  the  erring, 

Kindness  should  eaeh  accent  sway. 

Speak  not  harshly  to  the  Wayward — 
Win  their  confidence,  their  lore  : 

They  will  feel  how  pure  the  motive 
That  hath  led  us  to  reprove. 

Speak  not  harshly  to  the  Felon — 

Though  like  adamant  his  heart  ; 
Touch  one  cord  of  fond  affection,1 
And  the  scalding  tear  will  start. 
Speak  not  harshly  to  the  stranger, 

Though  he  come  in  humhle  guise  ; 
Think  how  slight  a  thing  will  kindle 
Gladness  in  a  stranger's  eyes. 

Speak  not  harshly  to  the  Orphan — 
They  have  borne  enough  of  care ; 

If  in  anger  we  reprove  them, 
It  may  drive  them/b/aespair. 
/ 

Speak  not  harshly,  was  the  precept, 

Which  to  man  the  Saviour  taught  ; 
May  that  precept  ever  guide  us — 


By  a  Blind  Girl. 


